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FELSO 


WASHES EVERYTHING 
BETTER! 


Cleaner washes as they come from 
machine or tub... fresher and 
sweeter as you take them from 
the line . . . softer and fluffier 
under your iron... 

yes, in every way FELSO 

washes everything better. 


Sheer nylons, rugged cottons 
or heavy woolens... FELSO 
washes everything better. 


White, free-pouring FELSO 
bubbles into ‘‘just-right” 
suds, no matter how hard 
or cold the water; and 

id OMS +) (Yello migee 
grance makes it such a 
nice product to use. 


No matter how often 
you use FELSO, you'll 
find your hands stay 
soft and smooth. Use 
FELSO, too, for easy, 
‘no-wipe’ dishwashing. 


FOR BETTER 
WASHINGS, 
USE THE 
BETTER PRODUCT 


FELSO 


cent OR, Offung o 
> Guaratieed by 
Good Housekeeping 
or 5 aoyrarist ia 
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The Topper Suit in 
crease-resistant rayon 
sheen gabardine 
You'll wear the 
double purpose jacket 
over everything 
Grey with navy, 
tan with brown 


Style No 385 4% 
Sizes: 12-20 


Sizes: 38-50 


American Beauty 
Rose Print. Every inch 
a beauty, from its 
gently shirred shoulders 
to its sweeping skirt. 
Gigantic Pocketeer in ) Style No. 8013 Zip placket... 
quality rayon faille. : q Sizes: 9-17, 10-20 Navy or black rayon creg 
Saddle stitching makes 3 > | 998 
the pockets look 
fathoms deep. Comes ; . 
with self belt and : 
printed scarf. re Sizes: 38-50 
In grey, royal blue ‘ >» 9,98 
and mauve. af a 


Ln gph i 
599 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 12, W. Y. 
Dept. 138—32 
On prepaid 
orders add 30¢ 
for postage and 
handling. You save 
C.0.D. charges. If (Print) 
C.0.D. you pay price = 
ADDRESS 


plus postage and | altaaiaiacieaiiaiaitaaiia ar: imeem 


C.0.D. charges. ZONE STATE 


Send 10¢ for beautiful Fashion Catalog 
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Control — with 
Triple Trim 


AMAZING 
VALUE! 


Adjustable waist 
whittler for the 
maximum in com- 





fortable waist con- 
we « «5 jen- 
tifically constructed 
inner belt reduces 


tummy appearance 

.. Ne thigh Adjustable for slim, grace- 
bulge yA es Bad ful waist. Inner belt to 
we Wane lift and flatten your 
thighs satin fin- tummy. Long, lovely thigh 
ished for  Honertous controllers. 
comtor 6- “ 
tachable crotch for ee 


convenience, per- 


sonal daintiness. No other garment in the 


world that gives you control 
at all three vital areas— 
waist, hips and thighs. 
Triple-Trim creates @ smooth 





















inside 
view flowing silhouette ‘‘from any 
showing angle.’” Magic laced panels 
3 inner Start above the waist to cap- 
belt ture that familiar ‘‘roll’’ and 
mold it into an enticing 
youthful hour-glass curve. 


Then downward to smooth the 
hipline and derriere and con- 
tinuing down, d-o-w-n, it 
zently molds your thighs and 
banishes the tell-tale bulges 
ordinary girdles produce. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL! 





To introduce this revolutionary garment 


the following guaran- 
ARE FULLY PRO- 


are making 
tee SO THAT YOU 
TECTED. 
luding present size measurements. Then 
try Triple Trim at home for 10 days. 
Wear it, wash it, examine it. Then if you 
not thrilled with the new lovely you 
it for prompt 
You are 


we 


are 
it creates simply return 
refund of full purchase price. 
fully protected. 
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THE S. J. WEGMAN CO., DEFT. Ri 
836 Broadway, New York 3, N. 
Please send my Triple-Trim controle at $4.98 on 
10 days’ free trial. If, after 10 s’ trial, I am 
not 100% satisfied, I —_ return is oo full prompt 
refund of purchase price 


Send also _______-___ extra crotches at 89¢ each. 


> 


(inches). Hip size —____. (inches). 


_.. (inches at widest part). 


Waist size ——___ 


Thigh —— 


| 





Name —_ 





Address — 
I enc — payment. 
»ay postage. man $4 


Send C. oS. I will pay 
plus pos 
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eucseaene 


‘Triple- Trim is available panel a us. 
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First send in your order in- ' 
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Letters To The Editor 


EVERYDAY STORIES 


| have read each issue of Tan CoNnFEssIONS 
ince the first publication and it is a nice 
magazine. However, | have come across a num- 
per of letters to the editor asking for stories 
shout the common people; of down-to-earth 
weryday happenings of the underprivileged. 
Not being blessed with any of the finer things 
of life, I can understand the writers’ requests 
for stories more suited to their tastes. But the 
fact that a person is a member of the poorer 
classes shouldn’t prejudice them against higher 
gcial standards. Everyone, I believe, should 
learn as much as possible concerning the lives 
of diferent classes in order to form a broader, 
clearer viewpoint as to how the other half 
lives. When it is all summed up, people of all 
classes are only human, and are prone to error 
in one way or another. 

There being different ways of life among 
people, the stories are bound to be different, 
too, For instance, one wouldn’t expect to see 
the lovely Lena Horne in a cotton patch with 
bare feet, sack strap sawing her pretty neck, 
nor ruining delicately manicured fingernails 
against harsh dried cotton balls. So one may 
not hope to read in Tan CONFESSIONS a story 
of some poor devil slinking down dirty alleys 
arching through garbage containers for a 
crust of bread. 

I too, love to read of people with similar 
background, and of those living in the same 
environment as myself. But I am well enough 
informed to know where those magazines cater- 
ing to the-common reader may be purchased. 
I'm sure that with a bit of inquiring, the de- 
sired information on how to obtain the publi- 
cations may be had by the letter writers. 

Annie Lou Lounds 
Cincinnati, O. 


NEVER MISSES AN ISSUE 


Ihave read every issue of your magazine and 
have enjoyed everyone of them. Thanks to 
you for publishing such a fine magazine for the 
Negro race. 

Loads of success. You are doing a fine job. 

Madeline Rice 


Atlanta, Ga. 


G’S IN KOREA LIKE US 


| am writing you about the magazine TAN 
Conressions from the guys of this company. 
We find it a very great book and we really 
enjoy reading it. But | must say we have a 
hard time keeping up with the copies for when 
one fellow gets one it is just like getting a 
thousand dollars. 

Over here it is tough and | must say it is 
rather cold but whenever we get a copy of 
your book everyone is warm for the book is 
really terrific. 

So from all the fellows in the 55th Engineer 
Treadway Bridge Co., we say keep the good 
work up. 

Joseph Alston 
Korea 


TEEN TALK HELPS HER 


_ lam a reader of Tan Conressions and read 
itevery month. I do like each and every story 
because I think each story is printed for a 
purpose, 

I read your “Teen Talk” in the October issue 
and I find this write-up on how to look better 
'S@ must in every girl’s life. I am not a plain 
Jane now, but | was once. By doing the things 
you spoke of, | found I could be more attrac- 
tive but that isn’t all. If you have all these 
things down pat and you think you are smart 
and all and still can't attract. Why? Because 
you are not relaxed. 

When a person is relaxed and at ease, these 


things come natural. Of course, one has to 
know what to do in order to be relaxed. I 
think your write-up is a great help to many a 
teen-ager but they just haven’t gotten around 
to letting you know. 

If | understand correctly, when this maga- 
zine was first published, the staff of this won- 
derful magazine asked its readers to please 
send in stories of interesting happenings, 
stories of life, etc. Now every month I read 
where someone has said, “Why don’t you put 
in stories about the poor people?” “Why is it 
that the stories are about big shots?” 

I think if your readers want to read some- 
thing about the poor side of life, why, I ask 
you, don’t the poor people send in their 
stories ? 

Annell Blanks 
New York, New York 


TAN POPULAR ON JOB 


{ have just finished reading the December 
issue of Tan ConFEssIONS and | must say that 
| enjoyed it very much, in fact I have read 
and enjoyed every issue ‘since June and en- 
joyed them all. 

I carried the book to work with me one day. 
and all the fellows bought Tan Conressions 
for the first time and said that they enjoyed it 
very much. 

While I have no special story in mind | 
would like to compliment you on the stories 
which you have printed for I find them very 
interesting and also helpful to some people. 

One thing more, give us more stories about 
the average Negro. 

William Prather, Jr. 
Oakland, California 


BATTLE OF IN-LAWS 


Just a few brief paragraphs expressing how 
much I have enjoyed reading your issue of 
Tan Conressions for the month of December. 
In fact, up to date I have enjoyed to the high- 
est every story that i read in your Tan Con- 
FESSIONS. 

In December I enjoyed most of all “Battle 
of the In-Laws.” Why? Because there are so 
many young married couples’ homes being 
wrecked by their in-laws. My buddies have 
also enjoyed reading Tan Conressions. They 
chose “I Couldn’t Marry My Negro Lover” for 
their hit story in that issue. 


Pvt. Nathaniel Givan, Jr. 
Fort Lee, Virginia 


AGREES WITH GI 


| read the letter (Negro Heroism) by Pfc. 
Donald Adams and I sure agree with him re- 
garding the colored race for I have some nice 
Negro friends. 

1 am a white woman and I wrote to Pfc. 
Adams to tell him how nice it was of him to 
write such a nice letter. 

I’ve been reading your magazine since it first 
came out and I sure enjoy reading them very 
much. 

Frances Wendt 
Oakland, Calif. 


LOUIS JORDAN 


| have read your magazine ever since it was 
published and have always enjoyed it. The 
article I liked most was, “What’s Wrong With 
Our Women,” by Louis Jordan. 

I think all wives should read that story and 
I'm sure they'll appreciate and devote more 
time to their husbands. We only need more 
articles like that. 

Mae Clifford Bussey 
Atlanta, Ga. 
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**A model learns many tricks of the 
trade. The most important is how to 
stay looking fresh and lovely for the 
camera’s eagle eye. Black and White 
Vanishing Cream keeps my make-up 
on longer, fresher looking for that 
perfect Photo Finish Look.” 


Remove make-up 
with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. 
Soften skin with 

Black and White Cold 
Cream. 35¢ each. 











' | Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
»fter. Try it—have that perfect 
Photo Finish Look—today! 


For face powder that clings like 


mist—lipstick that stays 
on and on—look for the 
- name Black and White. 











By Dan Burley 


|. Goenwrg SCOTT, the Elevator Boogie 

girl of Exclusive Records fame, has 
switched to the Coral label and her firg 
session has resulted in at least two hits 
to follow her amazing successes when she 
The former Jimmie 
Lunceford vocalist-and Cotton Club star 
does another sensational job with Boo. 


was on the coast. 


gie-W oogie Choo Choo Train, and Some. 
body Goofed, on the flip. 

Her Catch ’Em Young, Treat ’En 
Rough, Tell ’Em Nothin’ 


bound to catch on since the clever Steve 


is a novelty 


Krantz-Bob Colby lyric is an unusual 
novelty. 

All three of these sides pack the Mable 
Scott punch so reminiscent of the days 
when she was spotlighted at the Cotton 
Club, the Ubangi on Broadway and the 
Grand Terrace in Chicago where she 
sang for awhile with Earl Hines and his 
band. 

Choo-Choo Train with whistle effects 
really rides, backgrounded by an all-star 
instrumental combination featuring such 
musicians as Eddie Barefield, the famous 
and saxophonist with Cab 
Calloway; her old pal from the Lunce- 
ford band, Jimmy Crawford, on drums, 
Pinky Williams and others. Tightly ar- 
ranged, Choo-Choo doesn’t din on the 
ears as in many records of this type 


arranger 


where the instruments force the singer 
to compete for a hearing. 

The lyrics are by Dick Vance ané 
furnish a new idea on the countless vocal 
boogie-woogie songs on the market. 
Mable Scott, however, like Ella Mae 
(Cow-Cow Boogie) Morse is unique it 
this phase of (Continued on Page 73) 
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Y MARRIAGE to Louis Jordan hap- 

pened just as suddenly as I fell in 
love with him. There was no planning 
and no preparation. Louis simply sug- 
gested pretty firmly that the time had 
come for us to wed and | agreed. 

How did it all start? Years before | 
became Louis’ wife I was one his most 
ardent admirers. 
ness myself, I sensed his great talent. His 
had 


I considered 


Being in show busi- 


wonderful showmanship always 
moved me to near ecstasy. 
him one of the first gentlemen of show 
business. 

I was introduced to the Jordan genius 
through his records. 
myself and had every Jordan platter in 
my library. 
important to me because they furnished 
a peculiar kind of thrill. 
playing Knock me a Kiss so many 
times I wore it out. It had to be re- 
placed at least three times. Another of 
my favorites was I’m Gonna Move to 
the Outskirts of Town. 
had a most disturbing effect on me. 

“I want to meet that man,” I told 
my friends. They all laughed, but I was 
Back in 1942, we finally met. 
Louis was booked into the Graystone 
Ballroom in Detroit and I was living in 
Chicago. I heard that the Jordan band 


I was a collector 
The Jordan records were 


I remember 


Louis’ voice 


serious. 





BY MRS. LOUIS JORDAN 


was playing Detroit so I decided to go 
there and see for myself what sort of man 
Louis really was. 

I'll have to admit that my heart was 
thumping madly when I entered the ball- 
room with a friend. Louis was on the 
stand at the time and I walked over and 
stood directly under him watching him, 
fascinated, like a woman hypnotized. 

Jordan as a performer was all | 
thought he would be—dynamic, 
netic and charming. My friend knew | 
wanted to meet him and arranged for 
We 
were introduced. Louis greeted me shy- 
ly and I smiled a little stiffly. But I knew 
I was going to like him very much. “This 
” | thought to myself. 
Later we talked about 


mag- 


us to meet during an intermission. 


is it, ‘Here is a 
wonderful guy.” 
and Louis’ 


many things, music, art, 


career. He told me his career was the 
most important thing in his life and | 
I was impressed because 
“We must 


he said as I left. 


believed him. 
he was so likeable and sincere. 
meet again some time,” 
“IT have a feeling we will,” I replied. 

We met again in New York in 1944. 
Two years had passed and a lot of things 
had happened. I was a chorus girl at 
the Zanzibar night club on Broadway 


and Louis had (Continued on Page 56) 








NEW Figure Mold 
\N A IST 


wive-*7, 


17 sectional 
FEATURES STREAM- 











“goodbye” 
to that unbecom- 
ing tummy bulge 
and clumsy waist: 
line. Instead EN- 

JOY what your fig- 
ure needs most — 
HIDE - A- WAIST. 
Presto-chango, like 
magic, you have 
graceful, alluring 
curves. Unwanted 
bulges are evenly and 
comfortably banished. 
17 sectional features 
mold the most fiatter- 
ing curves. Keep you 
a shapely no 
matter what position... 

sit, bend, stand, walk 
and dance with com- 
fortable, even grace. 


ADJUSTABLE TO 
TAILOR-MADE FIT 


The 17 sections auto- 
matically shape your 
figure to new loveli- 
ness. You get needed 
control with unbeliev- 
able comfort. The spe- 
cially designed con- 
cave effect is the 
secret of glamorous 
women who want to 
look thin and stylish 
no matter what their 
size. These wonder- 
ful features rmit 
HIDE-A-WAIST to 
adapt itself to your 
own diaphragm and 
tummy. You've never enjoyed 

so much freedom, comfort and style in anything 
you've worn. The 4 extra-length detachable and 
adjustable garters completes HIDE-A-WAIST. 


510 CAY TRIAL Fees 


Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 
lighted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. 
Sizes 35 and over, 98 (50c extra for the 4 
extra-length  rocabte and adjustable garters.) 
ese we @eoeee2ees eae) 
rs. 5. Wegman Ce., Dep: HWE3i i 
| 836 Broadway, New York 3, Y. 
Rush my new HIDE-A-WAIST three-in-one at once. | 
if | am not gsm Zl satisfied | will return it after } 
10-day As trial for prompt refund of full pur- 
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Size............ (waist size in inches). "| 
Alse : . sets of extra-length detachable 
and aajustabte garters at only 50c for set of four. | 
0 Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery plus 


Py —+—-3 The S. J. Wegman Co. witt | 
pay postage. 
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new figure mold 


French WAIST 
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FEATURES STREAM. | 

LINE WAISTLINE ue 
fy 

HIDE BULGES ey 
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No more tum- 
my bulge and 
clumsy waist- 
line! instead 
ENJOY a love- 
ly, shapely 

middie’’- 
the most im- 
portant part 
of your figure. 


















Streamline 
Waistline. 
Just slip FRENCH WAIST Wirestatle. 
pater around you. Washable 
Presto-chango, like ~ Made of sat. 
ic you have graceful al- in and 2 way 
luring curves. Unwanted stretch. Fully 
bulges are molded to the caicantened. 
most flattering curves. .. Fight weight. 
sit, bend, walk and dance Cool. Will not 
with comfortable even rumple or ride 
tits up. Sizes 20 
to 44. 
ADJUSTABLE TO 
TAILOR-MADE FIT 
= 


he amazing satin laced front puts in your \ 
hands the power to mold your figure to \ 
ew loveliness. Gives you that vibrant, 
appealing effect of the slim youthful waist 

the secret of glamorous women who 
want to look thin and stylish. You've never 
enjoyed so much freedom, comfort and 
style in anything you've worn. The 4 extra 
length detachable and pee garters \ 
completes FRENCH WAIST. 


peep Y TRIAL FREE! 


rder today. Wear 10 days FREE. If not delighted return 
r refund. Waist sizes 20 to 44, $2.48. (50 additional for 
the 4-extra-length detachable and adjustable garters. 


> CDSE CD OP C8: AED. 
Guaranteed Distributors Co., Dept. F-803 
H 836 Broadway, New York 3, N 
Rush my new FRENCH WAIST three-in-one at once. If | am nct 
thrillingly satisfied | will return it after 10-day FREE trial for 
prompt refund of full purchase price 
Size (waist size in inches) 
Also send sets of extra-length detachable and ad- 
ustable garters at only 50c for set of four 
Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery plus few cents 
postage 
| enclose payment. The Guaranteed Distributors Co. will 
pay postage 
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NAME 


Jo - Pe EAN 


OVE AND romance will add much 
to the lives of everyone during 
March. Venus, the planet of love and 
affection, is harmonized during the first 
15 days of this month with Jupiter, the 
planet of good fortune, and with Nep- 
tune, which elevates love into the realm 
of the ideal. This combination is promis- 
ing, especially for those who have 
Gemini, Leo, Sagittarius and Aquarius 
birthdays. 

Attractive prospects are also in store 
for persons born under Aries and Libra. 
They are likely, however, to encounter 
some forms of interference with their 
plans and aspirations. Other Aries and 
Libra folk may meet confusing situations 
or complications which prevent the im- 
mediate fulfillment of romantic or mari- 
tal aims and intentions. In such cases, 
hasty decisions are to be avoided for they 
will result only in trouble and disap- 
pointment. A cautious outlook and a 
careful sizing-up of all details pertaining 
to one’s future is recommended. 

Persons born under Pisces, Taurus, 
Cancer and Scorpio will make friendly 
contacts, engagements and marriages 
during March. 

The specific times when planetary po- 
sitions are best disposed for new contacts 
and attachments are the afternoon and 
evening of the 10th, the morning of the 
14th, the afternoon of the 17th, morning 


‘of the 22nd, and morning of the 3lst. 


The March full moon, with its romantic 
and marital inducements, will be visible 
on the 10th and 11th. An opportunity 
to travel, and an inducement to change 
plans is evident during this time. Friends 
and relatives will be warmer in their at- 
titudes. 

March is an ideal time for those with 
Scorpio birthdays to strengthen their 
romantic attachments. A fresh and un- 
expected love, or consent to an engage- 
ment, can be expected to take place after 


the 15th. 





STARS AND NUMBERS 


YOUR 





A friendly impetus for dancing and 
dramatics prevails all month and the 
social life is likely to be enlivened, 
Dances in particular favor “leap year” 
promptings. 

Those who are already married cap 
use March to enhance all that they seek 
in improving and realizing a more agree. 
able and pleasant union. Children bom 
this month will possess unusual gifts of 
intelligence, foresight and talent. They 
will do best as a result of selective educa- 
tion. 

For instance, if John or Mary are 
March children who display unusual 
ability or inclination toward creative 
arts, their parents will do well to enroll 
them in any one of the numerous spe 
cialized schools in this field. The theory 
that the routine, average general educa- 
tion offered in most schools is adequate 
for all children has long been aban- 
doned by enlightened people. 

Number combinations for all birth- 
days during March are: 1, 3, and 9; 4, 
6, and 7; 1, 5, and 9; 1, 3 and 7. 

My selection of favorable days accord- 
ing to March planetary vibrations are as 
follows: 

Aries: 1, 2, 6, 8, 9, 16, 23, 24, 27, 31. 
Taurus: 2, 5, 9, 19, 20, 24, 27, 28, 31. 
Gemini: 2, 3, 5, 8, 12, 18, 21, 25, 26. 
Cancer: 4, 5, 6, 7, 14, 21, 24, 27, 30. 
Leo: 6, 7, 8, 9, 12, 16, 18, 21, 25, 30. 
Virgo: 3, 6, 9, 10, 11, 18, 19, 22, 26. 
Libra: 3, 7, 8, 12, 13, 19, 24, 29, 31. 
Scorpio: 4, 6, 8, 14, 15, 16, 18, 20, 24. 
Sagittarius: 6, 8, 16, 17, 18, 22, 26, 27. 
Capricorn: 1, 8, 10, 15, 17, 19, 20, 23,27. 
Aquarius: 5, 9, 11, 13, 17, 18, 22, 26, 28 
Pisces: 3, 5, 6, 8, 9, 18; 22, 23, 24, 28. 

Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? 14f not, this i 
formation will be supplied you if you 
send a self-addressed, stamped enevelope 
to Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 1920 
S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 
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REAL 3B 


LIFE 
DRAMAS 


aie’ 
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y A Brooklyn apartment the lovers 
talked seriously. They didn’t speak 


as lovers, but as people doomed to some 


terrible calamity. 

For several years they had planned 
that some day they would get married, 
find their own place and raise children. 
But conditions were not too good on his 
job. His salary was low and prices were 
high. They were conscious of living in 
a war-threatened world seething with 
race prejudice. 

“I don’t think life is worth living,” 
the light-brown skinned girl said dra- 


matically. “That is, except because of 


you. 

He nodded silently and she continued. 

“Only, I couldn’t stand to live, even 
in Heaven, without you.” 

He stared straight ahead. 

“Would you be afraid to die with me, 
darling?” she wanted to know. 

“I'd be afraid to live without you,” 
he answered. 

“I want to die, honey,” she said after 
a pause. Her voice was almost a sob. 
“There’s iodine in the bathroom. We 
could take it. It would be over soon.” 

He got up and went into the bathroom, 
returning with the iodine. He uncorked 
the bottle, handed it to her. 

She took it, looked up at him trust- 
ingly and asked: “You'll come along 
with me, darling?” 

He nodded. She tilted her head and 
swallowed half the contents of the bottle. 

He pulled a switchblade out of his 
pocket and held the keen edge close to 
his wrist. The girl watched him, her face 
terribly contorted. She was starting 
to writhe (Continued on Page 51) 
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must keep her hands looking soft and 
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look levelier in 24 hours* 


or your money back! 


De yeu work in an office, a shop 
or as a homemaker? Here’s the 
hand cream made just for you! 


There’s real help for hands that work, 
in Noxzema’s two-way medicated care! 
Helps heal—helps beautify! 

Noxzema is especially made to help sore, 

chapped, unattractive working hands look 

lovelier these two important ways: 

1. Helps heal tiny cuts and cracks in the 
skin quickly, with its unique medi- 
cated formula. 

2. Helps hands feel softer—look smoother 
—supplies a light protective film of oil- 
and-moisture to skin’s surface! 

And Noxzema is greaseless, too! It’s a 
snow-white cream. Never leaves hands 
feeling sticky. Apply faithfully each night, 
also before going out into the cold. And 
always rub in a little medicated Noxzema 
after having hands in water. 
Noxzema works—or money back! 
*In clinical tests, Noxzema helped the 
sore, chapped hands of 9 out of 10 women 
look lovelier—often within 24 hours! If it 
doesn’t do the same for your hands, return 
jar to Noxzema, Baltimore—and you'll get 
your money back. Get Noxzema today 
and save money! 





medicated 





Surveys show 5,000,000 Amer- 
ican women use this greaseless, 
hand care! 











“Several friends 
started to use Noxzema 
after seeing how soft 
and smooth it helps me 
keep my hands, though 
I work in an office and 
do household chores,”’ 


says Mary H. Evans. 


Career women and 
homemaker: Mrs. Vir- 


Taylor says, “My 
used to become 
badly chapped. Then I 
tried Noxzema. Results 
were so wonderful, I 
use it regularly now.” 
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So you can see how wonderful 
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HOUSE WIFE 
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Make Extra Money in Spare Time 





“With three children to support, we had a 
hard time getting by on my husband's sal- 
ary. Now, thanks to Lucky Heart, I can 
still look after my children and earn the 
extra money we need in my time. 
Everything sells so fast, all you have to do 
is go out with it and it sells like hot cakes. 
I'm glad I’m a Lucky Heart Agent.” Mrs. 
E. B., South Carolina. 

| GUARANTEE YOU, TOO, GAN BE A SUCCESSFUL 
LUCKY ee Re AGENT. I show you how, send 
you eve you need to get started. 
Write today” fa or free samples 

case offer. Write Victor W 
400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tenn. 
Posed by professional model. 
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TEEN 
TALK 


Saad 


ol 


— 


By Jane Walters 


T WAS all over school. 
of girls, many of them Willie Mae’s 
erstwhile friends, huddled in the high 
school corridors and hallways whisper- 
ing about her. Boys cleared their throats 
knowingly when she passed. The lunch- 
room became abruptly quiet when she 
entered. Even her best pal, Ruby, 
avoided her. 

Willie Mae held her head high, her 
face immobile, but inside her heart was 
breaking. Every night she cried herself 
to sleep, begged each morning to be al- 
lowed to remain at home and escape the 


Little groups 


torment. 

Then one day Willie Mae did not come 
to school. That night she did not go 
home, either. Willie Mae had been killed 
by an auto as she was running away 
from home—running away from the aw- 
ful rumor that had made her life so mis- 
erable, a rumor that had not the slightest 
foundation of truth, a rumor innocently 
started by a careless remark. 

“Gee, but Willie Mae is getting big,” 
Dorine had said to Ruby while the soph- 
omores were dressing after gym. 

“Didn’t you know?” said Ruby, more 
to tease her than anything else. 

“Know?” Dorine was all eyes and 
ears. “Know what?” 


“That Willie Mae.” Ruby said, lower- 


ing her voice confidentially, “is preg- 
nant!” 
The expression on Dorine’s face was 


“You 
dope!” she began. “I—” 

The 11:15 bell rang just then and Dor- 
ine bounced‘away before Ruby could tell 
her that she was only kidding—that it 
wasn’t true. 

By evening the whole school was buzz- 
ing. Ruby was sick about it. She tried 
to tell Dorine and the rest of the girls 
that she had just made it up, that Willie 
Mae was all right, but they thought she 
was shielding her friend. They wouldn’t 
believe her. 

So gals—and you big-mouthed boys, 


too—let this story be a lesson to you! 
Not all rumors end in the death of the 
victim, but the living hell of being o 
the receiving end of an idle rumor cap 
be worse than death. 

Don’t you be a rumor monger, repeat: 
ing every choice bit of gossip or idle talk 
that may come your way. With repeti. 
tion comes distortion. You have played 
the parlor game of whisper and repeat, 
A group of people sit in a circle and one 
starts the game by whispering a per. 
fectly innocent statement to her neigh- 
bor. In turn, the neighbor whispers 
what she thought she heard to her neigh: 
bor and so on until the statement come: 
back to its source. When it gets back, it 
is something entirely different and has 
absolutely no relationship to the origi- 
nal. As a game, this is great sport. In 
real life, rumors aren’t funny. Some 
body always gets hurt. 

Sure, it is a temptation to impart your 
little secret to the gang. It gives youa 
delicious sense of importance to be the 
first to tell about so-and-so, or to come 
on with that I-know-something-I-won't 
tell routine. And if the facts as you 
heard them aren’t startling enough to 
properly awe your audience into an out 
raged, “Oh no, she didn’t!” you proceed 
to embellish your tale just a little and 
to make it a mite more spicy. 

As a Negro girl or boy, you your 
selves are victim of many racial humors 
and stereotypes. You should know how 
hard it is to live down untruths. You 
know that being a Negro does not make 
you dirty or a thief or sexually promiscu- 
ous. You know that you are not unre 
liable or lazy. Rumors say you are. You 
know that you do not go around bump 
ing white people on Thursdays. Rumors 
say you do. 

When you go to a new school or move 
into a new neighborhood (and become 
one of a very few Negro kids there) you 
have the job of living down all those 
ugly stories to (Continued on Page 56) 
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Vi thought she could recapture her youth by a las 
fling with a man younger than her husband. When 
a crisis developed, her son solved the problem. 
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hair doesn’t automatically doom a 
woman to the scrap heap. But the first 
‘sign of “silver threads” among my lus- 
irous black curls threw me into a blind, 
unreasoning panic. 
Gazing at myself in the dressing table 
irror, | had to laugh at the look of 
lismay coming over my face and the 
way I held the hair brush poised in mid- 
ir. Then, remembering all the little 
‘things that had been upsetting my well- 
ordered routine lately, my amusement 
changed suddenly to fear. Taken sep- 
= arately they were just minor annoyances, 
Pbut together they added up to a heart- 
chilling realization—my youth was slip- 
ping away! 
| “Take it easy, Vi,” | murmured to my 
teflection. “Don’t go ordering that old 
rocking chair by the fire just yet!” 
Critically that 
peered back at me—the smooth and 
creamy brown skin, fresh from its daily 


studied the face 


massage, the hazel eyes, clear and un- 
wrinkled, the heart-shaped chin, without 
atrace of sag. And my hair, too, belied 
‘my age. Only that single gray strand— 
which | immediately plucked—was mute 
p evidence that I had crossed over to the 
“wrong side” of 40. 
All in all, I decided with pardonable 
vanity, | could still maintain the femi- 
Mine deception of being “21 plus” and 
eet away with it. After all, I told myself, 
tif Inez Gibson could do it so could I— 
She was at least two years older than I. 
| As I dressed and carefully applied my 
hakeup, my thoughts dwelt on Inez, the 
rend I was to meet in half an hour. 
Tnez wasn’t married, but she was cer- 
inly not an old maid. In fact, she had 
Me reputation of being the gayest, most 











/atractive woman in our circle. She was 





‘one of those women who seem to go on 


year after year, as beautiful and ener- 
getic as ever. Although she spent most 
of her time with the younger set, some- 
how she still found time to be an active 
member in the Merry Matrons, a social 
club of settled married women. 

Like-my friends in the club, I lived a 
quiet, sometimes dull suburban life, with 
a devoted husband and children. Both 
my son and daughter were away at 
school and | found time hanging heavy 
on my hands. My husband, Burt, was a 
serious, hard-working teacher. He’d been 
my high school beau and we had gone 
through one of those adolescent ro- 
mances that eases into marriage, with- 
out the passion and glamour of a story- 
book love story. For almost 20 years 
I’d been just an ordinary housewife, con- 
tent with her secure, but unexciting ex- 
istence. 

For some strange reason, I’d grown 
restless lately. Between watching televi- 
sion and boning up for the assistant prin- 
icpal’s examination he was due to take, 
Burt had been finding less and less time 
to devote to me: I was irked by this in- 
attention and the lack of something to 
do soon became boring. With the chil- 
dren away, there was even less work for 
me than usual. 

The weekly club meetings, formerly a 
welcome change of pace, became almost 
achore. There were the same old faces, 
the wives talking of their sons and daugh- 
ters and husbands. They were women 
to whom romance was now something 
they got from racy novels and the movies. 
Then Inez had burst on the scene like a 
bronze bombshell, almost upsetting the 
stiff decorum of the Merry Matrons. 

She always appeared at our affairs 
with a handsome young man in tow, and 
one of her seemingly endless supply of 
friends was on hand to pick her up after 
each club meeting. Naturally, her ap- 
parent preference for younger genera- 
tion males caused talk. She couldn’t 
have been unaware of all the gossip, but 
it didn’t seem to faze her one bit. In 
fact, I think she rather enjoyed it. As I 
got to know her better, I became con- 
vinced of one thing—Inez Gibson was 
enjoying life a whole lot more than I or 
any of my scandalized female friends. 

Inez and I got along well together, 
mainly because I didn’t pass judgment 
on her as the other women did, but 
rather accepted her for what she was. 
We'd gone to the movies once or twice 
together, because being on the staff of 










the local paper entitled her to free passes. 
I'd also visited the neat little apartment 
where she lived a comfortable bachelor- 
girl existence. Our date today was for 
luncheon at one of the better hotels. I’m 
sure that if the girls had known about it 
they would have disapproved. What they 
might think mattered little to me at this 
point. Something inside me cried out 
for a little fun and excitement, the spice 
that would give a new meaning to my 
life. 


I ARRIVED early and Inez was a little 
late, so I ordered a cocktail while 
waiting. Over the rim of my glass | 
could see the appreciative glances cast in 
my direction by the men in the dining 
room and those lingering at the adjoin- 
ing bar. I began to experience the warm 
glow of satisfaction that a woman feels 
when she knows that men find her at- 
tractive. I’d taken great care with my 
grooming and it had paid off. 

A short time later Inez swept into the 
room and I confess I was envious as all 
eyes turned her way and followed her 
progress to the table I had selected. She 
had a lissome beauty as natural as the 
grace of a panther. The tailored suit she 
wore was designed to bring out every se- 
ductive curve, and the clever bit of milli- 
nery she wore topped her brown hair like 
a queen’s crown. 

“I’m so sorry, darling!” she said 
breathlessly, as she took a seat opposite 
me. “I got stuck down at the office and 
just couldn’t get away in time.” 

“That’s all right, Inez,” I told her. 
“I’ve enjoyed just sitting here sipping 
my drink.” 

She surveyed me with a practiced eye. 
“You look simply ravishing, Vi,” she 
said. “If I'd been a few minutes later 
I’m sure you wouldn’t have been alone 
much longer. I saw the wolves drooling 
at you when I came in!” 

I laughed at her comment, but secretly 
I couldn’t help feeling elated at such a 
compliment from Inez. 

“Just bring me a scotch-and-milk,” she 
told the waiter, and turning to me, 
added, “I’m afraid I have time for just 
one quick drink, Vi. Teddy’s picking 
me up in 10 minutes.” A frown wrin- 
kled her smooth forehead. “The poor 
darling’s gone and got himself drafted!” 
she complained. 

Teddy was one of her most faithful 
escorts, I recalled. He couldn’t have been 
more than 26 (Continued on Page 81) 
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Amazing 

oe 

and improved 
hair culture 
formula straightens hair, 
makes it soft, silky, easy to manage! 





[It’s the fabulous Lustrasilk Hair Beauty Culture method you used to pay up to $25.00 
for in a beauty shop! Now, for only $3.50 (plus 50¢ Federal tax) you can get the new 
ind improved Lustrasilk to permanently straighten and glorify hair that is stubborn and 
uper curly. Takes no longer than ordinary shampoo- 
ress-and-curl. Positively safe, easy to use, and effec- 
tive. Thoroughly Lustrasilked hair is like a permanent, 
liminates all pressing oils, resists water. Naturally 
ou must re-Lustrasilk your hair as it grows out. After 
Lustrasilk, you can shampoo repeatedly; you can 
inger wave, water-pin-curl, or croquignole without 
ressing or using one drop of oil. Lustrasilk is the 
ynly truly professional home method of hair beauty 
ilture! Now, for only $3.50 (plus 50¢ Federal tax) 
)u can get the complete new and improved Lustrasilk 
Home Kit. Use coupon below today and give yourself 
hair beauty thrill you never dreamed possible! 


CORP. 


RAND TOWER - MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 


MALL 
Today! 








LUSTRASILK CORPORATION, DEPT. 13, RAND TOWER, MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 


Please send me_______lLustrasilk Hair Beauty Culture Kit(s) at $3.50 
each, plus 50¢ Federal tax, total $4.00, for which | enclose: 


( Cash, money order enclosed—postage prepaid 
( Ship C.O.D. and | will pay $4.00, plus postage 


1f you cannot get Name. 
Lustrasilk ot your fa- 

Vorite store, mail this Addr 
fOupon and your " 
Lustrasilk kit will be City. State. 
Se Are you a beautician? Yes [] No [) 























devotion 


IF 
If | could walk the dusty lanes 
That we once trod together. 











Singing sweet songs of happiness, 
Watching the cows at tether. 


If | could see in cloudy skies 
That little patch of blue. 

| used to find so easily 

In waiting just for you. 


If | could meet you once again 
Across that grassy lea. 


Before you put to sea. 


If | could hear your thrilling song 
In warbling of a bird... . 
But this is such a narrow world 
And if so big a word. 

Winnie A. Coleman 








GOODBYE 


The soft cloak of darkness hid my 
face. 

You could not see the tears 

That flowed in sorrow down my 
cheeks. 

Now all the love of years 

Was ended and the lonely days 

Stretched emptily ahead. 

Our love had lived and breathed so 
deep 

And could it now be dead? 

Hal Price 


ONCE WAS A HEART 


Once was a heart in which a heartache 
grew 

From unrequited love and broken 
dreams 

Once, too, were tears which from two 
sad eyes fell 

Each night, in hopeless and despairing 


streams. 


| know. The heart in which that heart- 
ache grew 

Was mine; and more: the tears were 
mine for you. 





Winnie A. Coleman 


poems of 


To laugh and love and vow with you, 
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By Helen Sides 

HE PEOPLE we meet daily leave us 

with distinct impressions. of their 
characters. We remember them by cer- 
tain manifestations of strength or weak- 
ness. The person who has an inferiority 
complex is clearly afraid of life. Often, 
he is capable of accomplishing some- 
thing worthwhile, but is reluctant to 
make the attempt. He usually apologizes 
for his reticence and attempts to explain 
it by saying he will do his best, but 
doesn’t believe he will succeed in what 
he sets out to do. . 


ree 
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Fie. ¢ 


Go Ola Cat 


Fie 2 





The boastful individual is quite dif- 


ferent. He spends his time telling peo- 
ple how wonderful he is, what marvelous 
things he can do or has done. He is the 
hero of his own stories. No matter what 
he does, important or unimportant, he 
emerges in the leading role. His boast- 
fulness actually hides his own feeling of 
inadequacy, and he maintains the false 
front simply to impress others with the 
greatness which he knows he does not 
possess. Psychologists say that he, too, 
has an inferiority complex. 

A third type of person actually be- 
lieves himself to be superior to others. 
He rejoices in being seen and heard, but 
offers little assistance to any of his asso- 
ciates. He seeks the satisfaction of ap- 
proval from the crowd, but never at- 
tempts to be of service. Psychologists say 
these types have (Continued on Page 52) 
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GUARANTEES RESULTS FROM JUST ONE JAR! 


See for yourself what millions 
have already proven about the 
wonderful bleaching and clearing 
action of NADINOLA Cream. See 
how it gives your skin that 
creamier, brighter, clearer ap- 
pearance that makes you look 
your best—makes your life sud- 
denly more exciting—so that 
men look at you with new inter- 
est and women say, “‘how lucky 
she is to have such lovely skin!”’ 


FOR OILY SKIN 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream 
contains no oil, no grease. 
Lightens skin and lessens 
shine at the same 

time. 75¢ and $1.25. 





NADINOLA works so fast, results 
are guaranteed from just one jar! 
Use it to lighten your complexion, 
to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smooth- 
er, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA 
—one specially for oily skin, the 
other for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both 
fully guaranteed. Get NADINOLA! 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original, ever- 





dryness. 60¢ and $1. 








MEN! WHY BUY YOUR NEXT SUIT? 


GET TAS A BONUS =. 


Easy to earn a stylish new suit—beauti- 
fully tailored to your measure—on our 
“*Profit-Sharing’’ Bonus Plan. Also spe- 
cial bonus pants offer. All you dois show 
our beautiful fabrics and latest fashions 
to friends, and take their orders. Keep 
up to $11.50 per suitand give big values. 
Union made. Perfect fit and customer 
satisfaction guaranteed or money back. 


SEND NO MONEY— Get FREE Out/it \ 


We furnish complete selling outfit of over 
100 big actual samples, full color style port- 
folio, and all supplies in swell display trav- 
eling case. Absolutely no cost. Write for it 
today and start earning bonus Suit or Pants 
and big cash profits at once. Act now. 












325 S. Market St., Dept. 90 Chicago 6, Il!. =! 


















Send for FREE BOOK 


on DENTAL NURSING 





Describes fully WAYNE train- 
ing for DENTAL NURSING 
—X-Ray, Lab, Chairside as- 
sisting, glamour and personal- 
itydevelopment. It’s a Big-Pay 
field, and the Wayne Plan 
shortensclass room attendance 
through preliminary home 
study. Send forfreebook today. 
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LEE MODES Depr. Tc 3 
12th St. end 7th Ave. 
Babylon, New York 


NAME 





ADDRESS. 





EE 

I am enclosing payment in fall. Send pest- 

paid 0 

I am enclosing $1.00. Send C.O.D. fer bal- 
nce plus pestage 

You save postage and C.O.D. charges if 

money is enclosed. 10 day refund guar- 
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BLVD 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a nurse and 
I am going with a man a year younger 
than I. He is 2], and I am 22. He is 
now in service in Korea, and we are en- 
gaged to be married as soon as he comes 
His family and I get along well. 
They are happy about our plan for mar- 
riage. He said that it doesn’t matter 
about my being a bit older than he is, 
but I sometimes think he will change in 
the future and I couldn’t bear that! | 
have talked to my pastor and he said | 


home. 


am worrying foolishly. Am I? 
Elsie A. 
Dear Elsie: I agree with your pastor. 
If this is the real thing, then the differ- 
ence of one year in your ages won’t mat- 
ter. Usually women mature somewhat 
faster than men, and this is one of the 
reasons why women prefer men at least 
three years older than they are. But 
there are many happy marriages in 
which the female partner is a bit older 
Tradition should not dis- 
courage you—if your fiance is well ad- 


than the male. 


justed emotionally and possesses more 
maturity than young people usually have 
at2l. Your marriage will probably have 
just as much chance of succeeding as 
any other. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: ! am 19 and going 
with a man 38. My grandmother is 
against our associating with each other, 
but we have been in love for years. He 
gives me money and buys food. He comes 
to see me every night. What should | 
do? Marry him or do as my grand- 
mother says: (Continued on Page 68) 
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waiting for mé to kiss her. 








HERE’S AN old W. C. Handy blues that says, “The 
blacker the berry, the sweeter the juice.” I thought of 
that saying as I sat opposite my lovely wife, pretending 
to be busy with my after-dinner coffee. According to 


that song, I should be just about the sweetest guy in the 


world, I reflected to myself with bitter humor. Instead, } 

I was as mixed up, angry and unhappy as a man could be. KOR : \ Ik 
I glanced around me. I had a fine home, a thriving 

business, two beautiful kids, and a pretty wife. I studied j 


her from under lowered eyelids. My heart melted into 


really looked at the vision of loveliness who had entered All his life Willard thought of his \ 
into the strange bargain with me five years ago. Lenora color as a curse. It took a bad acci- 
was one of those rare women, divinely designed, but seem- dent and a good woman to make | 
ingly totally unconscious of her own beauty. Her velvet- him realize that true love has no 
smooth skin, the color of. ripe apricots, her dark slanting prejudices. 
eyes, and jet black hair were so perfectly combined that 
any amount of vanity would have been justified. 

Yes, I had everything a man could wish for, including 








mixed admiration and pain, just as it always had when I 












a wife who'd rate stares in a carload of movie queens. 


My eyes fell on my own dark hand resting on the white 











linen tablecloth. Bitterness, like the 
tongue-biting taste of green persimmons, 
et my teeth on edge. 
Lenora’s soft quiet voice broke the si- 
ence. ‘“Willard—I want to talk to you.” 
| grew rigid at the sound of my name 
» her lips. Almost always she called 
“Mr. Sampson,” maintaining this 
formal air even when we were alone. I 
forced a smile. “Of course, Lenora. 
What is it?” 
She closed her eyes for a second and 


bare hands. I had the confidence that 
comes with money and power and adds 
authority to a voice giving orders. 

“Sorry, Lenora,” I said coldly. “We 
made a bargain and that’s that. As for 
Gilbert, you’d better tell that pretty boy 
to keep out of my way or I'll break him 
in half!” 

“Everything is so simple for you, isn’t 
it?” she said, a little catch in her voice. 
“If something gets in your way, you just 
smash it.” 





my self control returned and I raised my 
lowered head until I faced myself in the 
mirror. 

Staring out at me was the hated face— 
the ugly scar along one jaw that twitched 
whenever I became excited, the nose that 
had been bashed in a basketball game, 
and over it all the skin, a deep dark 
dusky hue. .. . 


I WAS a young, sensitive kid when | 


learned that black was an evil color, 





Hating his own looks, Willard determined to become rich and 
powerful enough to take what he wanted from life. He found out 
that the love you Can buy is usually phony as a three-dollar bill. 


trembling lips pressed together. 
Then she said, “I want you to release 
from our bargain. I want you to 

e me a divorce.” 
I'd known all along that this was com- 
but hearing the actual words did 
mething to me. A dull rage worked 
ip from the pit of my stomach, and my 
fists clenched tight. “Harry?” I asked 

tensely. 

ne didn’t answer and my anger 
flared. Harry Gilbert was everything I 
was not. He was smooth, good-looking, 
ind charming—exactly the type of man 
who appeals to most women. He had 
back into my wife’s life and she 
made no effort to hide their frequent 
etings. I knew that the two of them 
had been engaged before I came along 
and only a fool would have thought that 
he hadn’t done his best to fan the old 
flames of romance. Yet, I hadn’t tried to 
interfere and as a wave of self-pity swept 
me, | wondered whether the two 
np cards I held would prove to be 


rthiess. 


> 


My anger subsided in a minute. The 
old confidence returned—that confidence 
which had helped me carve out a place 
for myself with nothing but guts and my 








I couldn’t stand the pity in her voice 
and I lashed back, “If you’re thinking 
about taking the kids, you can forget it! 
I’ll fight you through every court in the 
country. You can have your divorce, 
Lenora, but you'll leave just like you 
came—without a cent!” 

She stood up, so straight and proud I 
felt a crazy urge to do or say something 
that would break her spirit. I longed to 
see hate in her eyes so I could justify 
my outburst, but I saw only an aloof 
calmness. “It would be different if you 
loved me,” she said quietly. “I don’t 
want anything from you except my free- 
dom,” she continued. “Money can’t buy 
everything.” 

“It got me you!” 

Her slim shoulders stiffened and, with- 
out turning, she said, “I think I’ll go to 
my room. I’m not feeling well.” 

I stood motionless as she went out, but 
when I heard the door upstairs shut 
quietly, but firmly, I shoved my chair 
back so hard it crashed to the floor. 
Then I rushed to my own room and 
slammed the door behind me. My hands 
were shaking so violently, | gripped the 
edges of the dressing table. Gradually 








that it was used to refer to anything 
bad, ugly or undesirable. I don’t re- 
member much about my father. People 
said | was a lot like him. My mother 
was an angel. She was a gay, beautiful 
little thing, with a complexion that was 
fairer than Lenora’s. I worshiped her, 
and | was almost as happy as she when 
a new baby was on the way. 

But when Nevin was born I suddenly 
lost my place as the center of attraction 
in the family. As soon as'I saw my baby 
brother I knew that things would never 
be the same. My heart turned over at 
sight of the tiny red and tan face, the 
silky curls plastered to his well-shaped 
head. He looked just like Mama. 

Kids often do crazy, senseless things 
when they want to strike back at some- 
thing beyond their understanding and 
take out their revenge on the nearest 
object at the time. I was almost seven, 
old enough to take care of Nevin when 
Mama had to go to the store. One day, 
I resented more than usual cutting short 
my play in order to baby-sit. I didn’t 
know what was eating me. Usually | 
would smash a toy or throw a temper 
tantrum to get Mama’s attention. But 
now, looking down at my little brother. 
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] saw all my troubles wrapped up in one 
pink and tan bundle. “Mama’s ‘little 
angel’!” I jeered. “You’re nothin’ but 
a nasty old—thing!” 

Suddenly I leaned over and pinched a 
fat little arm, hard. The baby screwed 
I did it 


again. I tried to think up other ways to 


up his face and began to cry. 
torment him. Then there was a rush of 
footsteps behind me and a blow against 
“What 


screamed. 


my cheek sent me staggering. 
are you doing?” Mama 
“Don’t you dare hurt that baby, you 
little black imp!” 

I guess it was the first time she’d let 
what she felt come through in her eyes. 
Anyhow, it was the look she gave me as 
she swept Nevin up into her protecting 
arms more than her voice that cut me to 
bits inside. 
was to see it many times in other eyes. 


I never forgot that look. | 


| wanted to insult her the worst way. | 
folded two one-dollar bills and tucked them 
into the neck of her gown. 


That was what made me decide that 
my mother didn’t love me. I wasn’t 
pretty and creamy gold like Nevin. I 
knew why my brother was dressed up 
and paraded before company. | felt that 
I'd never fit. 


stuck it out, feeling like a stranger and 


For almost 10 years I 


outcast. Why couldn’t everyone see that 
inside, I was quite different than I ap- 
But nobody knew or took the 
trouble to discover that I didn’t feel ug- 
ly, and during the long nights when I 


peared ? 


cried myself to sleep, heartbroken over 
some unintentional hurt, I swore that 
Wait until 
I grew up! Then I’d have lots of money, 


some day I’d show them all. 


with people taking orders from me, and 
no one would dare laugh at my dark, 
ugly face. 

This idea of getting revenge became 


an obsession with me. It led me to run 





away from home when I was 17 and 
drove me from one job to another a lit- 
tle better, on and on. I got my educa- 
tion in the streets and I learned a lot. 
I was like a hungry cement mixer, grind- 
ing up whatever was poured into me, 
tucking it away in my brain. An ugly 
boy gets along faster than the pretty 


boys, maybe because he hasn’t anything 


else on his mind. 

Girls? I didn’t give myself time to 
think about them. The only time I did, I 
got my fingers burned. It was while I was 
working in a drug store. I had worked 
myself up to manager of the soda foun- 
tain, the most profitable department next 
to the patent medicines. 
I bought food and supplies, hired and 
supervised employees, and because I did 
a good job, the owner gave me a free 
hand and a (Continued on Page 53) 


As manager, 
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OLD 


NEVER 


EW WOMEN marry their first love. That’s why it is 
1 good thing that time has a way of allowing memories 
ecome vague and unreal, enabling us to forget the 
ible schoolmate who used to carry our books for us, 
eager young lover who first planted a kiss on our 
bling lips. 
was lucky enough to become one of the few who did 
y a first love. But it didn’t come about until after 
id lost him, believed 1 had forgotten him and let my 
ecome wrapped up in another man and what seemed 
a perfectly satisfactory marriage. 
yonder how many wives believe it possible to love 
husbands and someone else at the same time. If 
ne had suggested to me that I could have been in 
with Ken and another man simultaneously, I would 
been indignant because I take marriage very serious- 
When I repeated wedding vows before a candle-lit 
with Ken kneeling at my side, I felt in my heart 
ur marriage was a good one, that it would last for- 
Little did I dream that, deep in my heart, smoul- 
» so low that I wasn’t even aware of it, was the 
ng young love I had known for Roy Clinton. 
hy should I have realized this when the four years 
marriage to Ken had been so perfect. People said, 
and over, that we were made for each other. We 
not only an attractive couple, but we had personali- 
hat complemented each other. I was small and dark. 
eth was tan and tall. Ken was intellectual, almost 
y so, with a weakness for plays, concerts and phar- 
utical trade journals. I was capricious with a flair 
itertaining. I shone as a hostess and was recognized 
excellent card player and dancer. We both liked 
e and our circle of friends widened. I thought we 
almost everything a marriage should have. 
n's job at the drugstore paid well and there was no 
1eed for me to work. But after a year of getting 
» the young-married life and keeping our three- 
n apartment spic and span, the role of housewife be- 
pall a little. Not that I wasn’t quite happy. I just 
| that since | had a fairly (Continued on Page 56) 
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Roy held me in his arms and my kiss was 
as responsive as it had been years ago 
when | wasn't a cheating wife. 








ught to break your neck,” he said furi- 

“You've got a Grade-A nerve! Play- 
hard to get with me, the guy you're 
supposed to marry.” 





Suzy hated the man she was supposed to marry and it was a 
lucky thing that Jeb came along to rescue her. But Jeb’s 
coming caused strife and passion in the bayou country. 


MURMURED, “No, Jeb—please . . .” and had he been almost any other 
male—Harold, especially—he would have paid no attention to my faint 
protest. But Jeb trembled, went rigid, and uttered a shuddering sigh. 

“I’m sorry, Suzy,” he gasped, “But—” 

I touched the hot, smooth skin of his face in a fleeting caress. “I know, 
darling,” I whispered. “I know! But—we mustn’t!” 

Then, to steer his mind—and mine—lI said shakenly, “Isn’t this the most 
gorgeous night ever, Jeb?” 

“Right now,” he replied, still breathing hard, “I don’t much care what kind 
of night it is.” 

We lay on a little rise close to the river. The soft, luxuriant grass reared 
high above us, enclosing us in a small, hidden world of our own. 

In the moon-drenched night, made elfin by distance, the throbbing sob of 
a guitar and a burst of faraway song was borne to my ears by a vagrant breeze 
which also made the grasses around us sway gently, as though dancing to the 
muted wisp of melody... . 

Jeb turned away from me, and lay on his side. If it’s possible to be glad and 
sorry at the same time, I was both. I thought again that if Harold ever found 
himself in a situation like this, nothing I could have done or said would have 
stopped him. 

Of course, after we were married—well, that would be different. I couldn’t 
help myself then. My heart began to ache at the (Continued on Page 74) 
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When Gwen was a deserted infant, Vinie and Clyde took 


treated her like a daughter. Gwen repaid them by trying 












































F YOU like happy endings, pleasant 
little stories about handsome men and 
glamorous who miraculously 
find love and live happily ever after, 
then I’m afraid what I have to say won't 
The people in my life are 


women 


interest you. 
just plain everyday folks and the only 
love in my life has been that which | 
could beg, borrow—or steal. 

Once in my life I actually did try to 
steal love. It wasn’t bad enough that 
I so completely forgot the rules of de- 
cency that | attempted to break up a 
home and deprive another woman of her 
husband. What made matters worse was 
that the woman I tried to wrong so 
horribly was a benefactor who had raised 
me from my infancy and the man who 
I sought to tempt into loving me and 
leaving her was my own father. 

It’s a preity shameful story to tell, but 
it does the soul good to unburden guilt. 
The first unbelievable chapter was writ- 
ten when my mother—my real mother— 
left me on a doorstep somewhere in 
Michigan with a note telling why she 
had to desert me. For a long time after 
I grew up | hated my mother, but now 
I think I understand her. 
I’ve long since forgiven her. 


At any rate, 

I was taken 
to a Grand Rapids orphanage and spent 
the first 13 years of my life with a bunch 
of kids as lonely and love-starved as 
myself. 

I remember the way we used to line 
up, spic and span in our best clothes, 
when people came to pick out a child for 
adoption. We'd be on our best behavior 
then, hoping against hope that we could 
catch the eye of some couple who would 
become our parents. By the time I was 
12, I'd given up dreaming of a home and 
Most of the foster 


parents wanted boys, especially if they 


family of my own. 


were from the farm area where a boy 
would be of more use than a girl. If 
they wanted a girl, they always took one 
of the cute younger kids. I was too big 
and hefty for a childless woman to 
cuddle like a baby. 

I remember one Sunday just after | 
turned 13, when I missed out on a won- 
derful chance. There was a spot at one 
far corner of the orphanage grounds 


where I used to go to be alone. I wasn’t 


a particularly moody child, but now and 
then, especially on Sundays, I liked to 
get dressed up and pretend that | was 
the daughter of some wealthy business. 
man or a lovely stage star, primping and 
posing all by myself, far from prying 
eyes. On this day I was absorbed in my 
make-believe when Dora, the only girl 
my age and my closest chum, ran up 
to me. 

“Gwen!” she shouted breathlessly, 
“We've got company, and they want a 
girl—a big girl! Miss Stevens told me 
just now.” 

My heart skipped a beat. Maybe it 
was my turn at last! But I had to say 
goodbye to my make-believe parents who 
were having a party for me next to the 
fence. I told Dora I would be right up 
to the main building where the matron’s 
office was located. “Well, you better 
make it snappy,” Dora said, “because 
I’ve got a feeling that something super- 
swell is going to happen today!” 

But right after I postponed the imagi- 
nary party, I saw Buddy, the oldest kid 
at the home, sauntering across the 
grounds toward me. I'd always been a 
little afraid of Buddy, who was staying 
at the orphanage just until he was old 
enough to leave in a few months. Buddy 
was a bully. Dora and I together had 
always protected the little kids from his 
fists, but singly he could handle either 
one of us. I didn’t like the funny look 
on his face as he edged nearer to me, 
backing me into the corner of the high 
wire fence. 

“You get out of my way, Buddy,” | 
warned in a shaky voice. “I’ve got to go 
up to the front gate.” 

Buddy was big for his age, almost a 
man, and he had a way of grinning that 
gave me goose pimples. “You ain’t goin’ 
nowhere till I say so!” he declared, 
planting himself in front of me and fold- 
ing his arms. 

“T’I1—I’ll tell Miss Stevens on you!” 
I shouted, watching for a chance to make 
a dash past him. 

“So what?” he sneered. 
I’m scared of her?” 

He took a step closer and I tried to 
dart around him. But his strong arms 
caught me and pinned me _ helpless. 


“You think 
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her into their home and 


to steal her father’s love. 


“How’s about a little kiss, Gwen?” His 
face loomed large and frightening as he 
tried to find my lips. I fought like a 
wildcat, biting and scratching. But | 
was no match for him and after wrestling 
over and over in the grass, he finally 
pinned me to the ground, bending over 
me puffing and blowing triumphantly. 

It was then that I instinctively resorted 
to the one weapon that makes the weaker 
sex the stronger—feminine charm. | 
suddenly stopped resisting and Buddy 
was so surprised he didn’t know what to 
make of it. I forced a smile to my lips. 

“You'll get my dress all dirty,” I said 
reprovingly. “Then I won’t look pretty 
and you won't like me any more.” 

A puzzled frown crossed Buddy’s face. 
“| like you all right enough. Why do 
you think I want to love you up?” 

“Yes, but if I get all mussed up Dora 
will look prettier than I and you'll want 
to kiss her instead,” I complained. 

Buddy sat back on his heels and made 
aface. “That old bean pole!” he scoffed. 
“She’s got a shape like a broom stick. 
But you’re really cute, Gwen,” he said. 

I sat up and smoothed my rumpled 
skirt. “All the kids say you like her,” 
I said casually. 

“Who? Dora?” Buddy grew indig- 
nant, listing the reasons why he never 
noticed Dora and never would. I could 
hardly keep from laughing out loud as | 
kept the subject going and soon had him 
actually pleading with me to believe him. 
And before he realized it, we had walked 
all the way up to the main building. | 
don’t know whether he ever suspected 
how Id tricked him, but I promised my- 
self never to let him catch me alone 
again. Once was enough! 


At THE main building, I found Dora 

surrounded by a bunch of the kids, 
their faces mirroring a mixture of emo- 
tions—happiness and envy. It was easy 
to see what had happened. The visitors, 
a doctor and his wife, had chosen Dora 
and were taking her home with them 
that very day. I might have been the 
lucky one except for the fact that while 
all this was going on, I was fighting off 
Buddy’s crude attempts to get fresh with 
me. ! hurried (Continued on Page 69) 
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BY 
CAB 
CALLOWAY 


Even 


—~s marri 
A FRIEND of mine fell in love with La 
ugl 


7 


and married a white girl. Imme- indie 


diately after the wedding ceremony had in this } 
been performed in the out-of the-way 





lniget having» 
offices of an obscure justice of the peace, an te 


my friend phoned his family to break the that “wh 
exciting news. His mother answered the 





in wome 
phone and during the course of the con- westh 
* versation, asked her happy son: “Is your Don’t 
. 9” . 
wife pretty ? to inter 
“Mom!” shrieked the ecstatic young have n 
husband. “Whaddya mean pretty. She's recogniz 


e . , 9” . 
white, ain’t she? believed 











PUT 
BOUT 


Laugh if you will, but it isn’t so funny 
to realize that there are a number of men 
in this Negro race of ours who feel that 
having and holding a white woman is 
more to be desired than precious gems, 
that “white is right” and that whiteness 
in women means the same as beauty and 
worth. 

Don’t get me wrong! I’m not opposed 
to interracial marriage or romance. I 
believed that love 


have never real 


recognizes any color line. I have always 
believed that people in love should listen 















Even though he has had many opportunities for interracial romance and 


marriage, the handsome hi-de-ho king has always stayed on his side of the color line. 


only to their own hearts and minds for 
guidance. I am convinced that, slowly 
but surely, Negro and white society are 
coming around to acceptance of the 
futility and ungraciousness of pointing 
the finger of scorn—or even of curiosity 
—at the interracially-mixed couple. 
What I am opposed to is the thinking 
of those poor, misguided souls who idol- 
ize white women simply because they are 
white and who are too blind to realize 
that the Negro race can boast of as much 
beauty, talent and intelligence as any 
other race in the world. Of course, every 







sensible person knows that white women 
are just like any other women and ought 
to be judged romance-wise and marriage- 
wise, not on the basis of their color, but 
just as other women ought to be judged 
—as to character, intelligence, grace, 
charm and beauty. 

I think I have a right to sound off on 
this subject for three reasons: 

@ I have had and rejected many an 
opportunity to romance or marry white 
women. 

@ I have always maintained an inter- 
est in women of my own race and have 
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found complete happiness in life because 
»f my marriage to one. 

@ | have observed carefully the actions 
f scores of Negroes who have “white 
fever.” 

Having been in top circles of show 
usiness now for a number of years, it 
; only natural that I have had contact 
with women of the white race, but I can 

truthfully say these contacts have been 
ibout as physically exciting as a trip to 
the Aquarium. 

About the closest shave, however, came 
bout when | went to Hollywood for the 
first time in the early thirties. I-was on 
he Warner Brothers lot doing a picture 
vhen I became engaged in a conversa- 

yn with a very prominent actress, 
vyhose name has been magic in the world 
f silver screen for a long time now. At 
young, 
eautiful, rich and at the height of her 


hat time, she was extremely 
ypularity. 
lo my amazement, after passing few 
rds, she told me quite frankly that she 
iad been interested in me for some time. 
he said she had first seen me in New 
rk, that she thought I was very hand- 
yme, that she was infatuated with me 
nd would like to know if I would care 





to see her. I, myself, was much younger 
then and rather inexperienced. Of course, 
I was flattered and interested. My first 
wife had come along on the trip with 
me and I told this glamorous actress the 
truth about that. But, | added, I would 
see what could be done about our getting 
together. 

“If I can break away, | will,” I 
promised. 

It just happened that I couldn’t. 

But the actress was not the kind of 
person to give up easily. She made in- 
quiries, found out where | was staying 
and phoned my hotel. My first wife an- 
swered the phone and asked who was 
calling. The actress boldly identified 
herself. The first Mrs. Calloway got very 
angry, off and then 


turned on me and accused me of playing 


told the actress 
around with the actress. I never saw the 
actress after that, never tried to contact 


But, 


for the next three months, she traced me 


her and never went out with her. 


down and phoned me in every town | 
went to. Finally, she got disgusted and 
decided to forget about it. 

There have been a number of cases 
like this down the line, but | am happy 


to look back and say that nothing ever 


ashing the famed Calloway grin, hi-de-ho monarch adopts characteristic stance during dress rehearsal finale for television show. One 
of nation’s top showmen, Cab recently marked 25th anniversary in show business. 

























came of them. For one thing. I g 
much wiser about such situations as time 
went by. 

I -have met any number of white wom 
en who have told me they were amaze 
that I couldn’t be tempted to go wh 
they believed to be the way of all Neg 
flesh. It has been my very great pleas 
to point out to them that it just isn’t t 
that all—or even the majority of Neg 
men—cherish as the height of their am. 
bition the possession of a white woma 
| have always been happy to tell the 
that I was brought up to respect ay 
honor Negro women; that, from the da 
of my high school puppy loves, I havg 
looked upon the girls and women of m 
own race as being at least as good asa 
others on earth. 

Of course, there have been rumor 
Whenever 


you are in public life—and especially in 


about me and white women. 


show business—there are always senss- 
tional rumors which are about as true m 
as an Aesop fable. One of the fantasti 
fables which has been circulated aboy 


me is that I have been run out of Sout 






ern cities because white women were if 
terested in more than my musical ability 


This fook 






and white men resented same. 
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felping six-year-old daughter Chris to turkey, Daddy Calloway beams as four-year-old Leal and wife Nuffie look on. 
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have comfortable, unpretentious home in New York’s swank Long Beach. 


ness has even appeared in stories 
pout me published by usually respon- 
journals. 
SA good example of how exaggerated 
@ory can get occurred after a riot at 
Southern dance played by my band. At 
Ris dance a white youngster was selling 
fetures of me. Another white fellow 
enged him for having the “nerve” 
Wiry to get money for pictures of a col- 
Red man (only he didn’t say “colored 
”). The two got into a terrific argu- 
fent on the dance floor and began fight- 


| The fellow who had been selling the 
pictures was getting the worst of the fight 
id broke away, running toward the 
bandstand. A mob chased him and when 
we saw all those angry folks heading our 
way, we knew it was moving time. We 
Bot out of that dance hall, but fast. 


Do you know what story got around 
the next day? The story was that a 
white boy had sent a white girl up to the 
bandstand to get my autograph, that the 
white girl had kissed me and this started 
the riot. 

Other ridiculous stories have included 
tall tales about white women in Southern 
theater audiences becoming so thrilled 
because I was on the stage that they 
threw their pocketbooks at me—with 
none of the contents removed—and that 
this caused the local male citizenry to 
invite me out of town in a hurry. 

As I say, these are all rumors. 

The only time I ever got a bit upset in 
the south was really something to laugh 
at. It happened in New Orleans at the 
Fair Grounds. It was terribly hot and I 
changed clothes every half hour during 
the date. On the way from my dressing 


room, I was stopped constantly for auto- 
graphs. Many of the fans were women. 
Now, you know that with all the fair- 
skinned creoles in New Orleans, it is aw- 
fully hard to tell any racial difference. 
So there I was, just the least bit nervous, 
signing autographs for crowds of women 
and unable to tell what their race was. | 
got around it, however by continually 
asking: “Now, who’s who and what’s 
what?” 


PEAKING of being unable to tell 
racial differences in New Orleans 
brings to mind the fact that there are 
any number of Negro women, not only 
in New Orleans, but throughout the coun- 
try, who are actually white in color. That 
is one reason why I can’t understand 
why some. Negro men who like white 
women only for their color, have to go 
outside of their (Continued on Page 50) 
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*T love you, Marva.” Jim whtsperéd. his 
lips brushing my face. Then theréway only 


the deufening roar in my ears as my heart 


nearly burst with happiness. 


h HE DOORBELL rang and Carl’s 
arms tightened around me as | started 
get up. “Let it ring,” he whispered, 

ying to find my lips again. Laughing, 
ulled away and ran a hand through 
rumpled hair. 


someone at the door, 


“But there’s 
rling,” I said. 
Carl reached out and caught my hand. 
retend you didn’t hear, and maybe 
ey ll go away,” he urged. 


| shook my head. “I’m too proud of 





my new apartment to chase visitors 


away, I told him. “I want to show it 
off to everybody!” 

A look of disappointment crossed 
Carl’s face and he stood up and planted 
little kisses on my neck and face. “Please 
send whoever it is away, Marva,” he said, 
and his voice was low and urgent. “I was 
counting on enjoying this evening with 
you—alone.” 

I gave a shaky laugh that was meant 
to hide my own aroused emotions, telling 





myself it was silly to let Carl’s ardet 


Then the bd 


rang again and I decided to see whoi 


attentions upset me so. 
was. After months and months é 
searching, I had finally managed to lud 
up on a decent place to live, and it We 
such a nice kitchenette apartment th 
| was eager to show it off to my friené 

Of course, if Carl had only said 
word, I would have gladly stopped 
apartment hunting long ago and marti 
him. But he never seemed to get aroutl 


to any 
regular| 
enough 
bachelo 

But I 
still had 
a renta 
months 
that the 





to any serious talk about us. We dated 
regularly and I liked him very much, 
enough to marry him and end my lonely 
bachelor-girl existence. 

But I’d found the new place and Carl 
still hadn’t popped the question. So when 
a rental agency I’d registered with 
months earlier unexpectedly announced 
that the tenant had moved to a larger 
place, | promptly moved in. Now that 
I'd hung the home-made drapes and put 
the finishing touches on my amateurish 


It turned out to be a happy accident when a love-starved 
little girl tried to adopt Marva as a mother. For Marva was 
love-starved, too, and the little girl had a daddy who was 


also hungry for affection. 


decorating, Carl had come over for a 
sort of housewarming. And I had no 
objections to other guests to the cele- 
bration, even if he preferred to keep it 
a cosy twosome. 

I opened the door and looked out. 
At first I saw nothing, but glancing 
down, gasped to see a little girl stand- 
ing before me, her big round eyes plead- 
ing and slightly scared. She was neatly 
dressed and held a cute, tiny overnight 
bag. 

The little girl took a deep breath and 
asked, “Are you my Mommy?” 

I stared at her in blank astonishment. 
Her lips quivered and she asked tear- 
fully, “Don’t you know me, Mommy? 
I’m Jean!” 

Thinking perhaps she had wandered 
to the wrong floor, I said, “What apart- 
ment are you looking for, little girl?” 

Big tears filled her eyes. “Please don’t 
send me away!” 

The tears shimmered in her eyes, then 
streaked down her soft brown cheeks. 
I hesitated a second and said, “Why, no, 
dear, I’m not going to send you away. 
Let’s see now, maybe you'd better come 
inside so we can talk this whole thing 
over.” I held out my hand to her. “But 
you'd better stop crying. There’s a 
gentleman inside who—” 

A look of sheer joy lighted up her face. 
“You mean Daddy found you, too?” 

“Not exactly, dear,” I stammered. 
“Here, you'd better let me carry that bag. 
It looks pretty heavy for a little girl 
like you.” 

Her hot little hand gripped mine in a 
desperate clutch. “I was so afraid!” she 
sobbed. “Oh, Mommy—Mommy!” She 
buried her face in my skirt, and with 
the heavy suitcase banging against my 
legs, we made our way into the apart- 
ment. 

“Did you get rid of—” Carl halted, a 
baffled look on his face. “Well, I'll be—” 

I put a warning finger to my lips and 
shook my head. “Carl, this is—” Then 
paused. Things had happened so swiftly 


I'd forgotten she hadn’t told me her 
name. 

“I’m Jean,” the little girl said, looking 
up at Carl. “Are you one of my Mommy’s 
boy friends? Mrs. Williams says she has 
lots and lots of them.” She began to 
blubber again. “She says that’s the rea- 
son Mommy left Daddy and me.” 

What kind of mother does she have? 
I asked myself. Then I made a decision. 
“I think you’d better go now,” I whis- 
pered to Carl, who was still trying to 
figure out what was happening. He 
started to protest, and I said firmly, “I 
think it’s best, Carl.” 

Jean had found a bowl of fruit and 
was hungrily nibbling on an apple. A 
scowl twisted Carl’s face, but he scooped 
up his hat and followed me to the door. 
“I don’t get this,” he protested. “Why 
don’t you just call the cops and let them 
find this kid’s old lady?” 

Of course, he was right. Why should 
I get involved in an affair that was none 
of my business? But there was some- 
thing so appealing about the pig-tailed, 
chubby-faced girl I didn’t have the heart 
to send her away without at least finding 
out what was troubling her. Carl aimed 
a kiss at my lips, but somewhat embar- 
rassed by the presence of the child, | 
turned my cheek to him. “Don’t worry, 
darling,” I promised. “I'll get this 
straightened out tonight and tomorrow 
it'll all be over.” 

“I sure hope so!” he said in an in- 
jured tone. “I was counting on a real 
celebration tonight.” 

“We've got plenty of time for that,” 
I said. “This little girl has a real prob- 
lem. I’ve never seen a child so fright- 
ened and upset before.” 

When I went back into my combina- 
tion living room-bedroom, Jean was 
seated on the edge of the studio couch, 
the half-eaten apple clutched in one hand. 
She smiled when she saw me and began 
eating again. “I thought— I was afraid 
you were going to run away from me 
again,” she (Continued on Page 65) 
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Josie was a small-time girl 
who had big-city ideas so wild 
that Roy, who loved her deep- 
ly, found it hard to forgive 
her when she committed what 
men call the unpardonable 

sin. 


Kissing you makes me think things that 

know are wrong, Roy,’ she had said 

embling violently. I kissed her hard on 
the lips right after that. 
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SIPPED my beer, paying no atten- 
tion to the men at the bar. I’d just 
hauled a load of peanuts to town and 
now | was taking a breather before start- 
ing back to my little truck farm a few 
miles outside Lubbock, Texas, where I 
lived with my widowed mother. I knew 
most of the fellows who hung out in Joe’s 
place, but for the past two years I'd sort 
of dropped out of sight, going into town 
only on business. Right now, all | 
wanted was to be left alone with the 
thoughts that were eating, acid-like, into 
| my heart and soul. 

Then I heard her name mentioned and 
| guess | blew my top. “You take back 
that crack, Ed!” I yelled, grabbing one 
of the drinkers by the shoulder and 
swinging him around. 

He was half a head taller than | and 
he looked down at me with a sly grin. 
“What’s eatin’ you, Roy?” he demanded. 
Then turning to the men_ standing 
around, he said, ““You heard me, fellows. 
All | said was ‘Josie ought to come down 
| off her high horse now that her boy 
| friend from Fort Worth has put her 
| down’.” He leered at me evilly. “She 
| used to be hot stuff, but that boy friend 
| sure cooled her off, eh, Roy?” 

I lunged at him. “You and your filthy 
mouth!” I yelled. “How dare you talk 
about a fine, decent girl who—” 

Someone grabbed my arms, pinned 
them to my side. Then they all guffawed 
as Joe rushed up and began shoving me 
out the door. Blind with helpless rage, 
I climbed into my jeep and headed out of 
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town. The cool night air whipping over 
the windshield cleared my head some- 
what, but the jeering laughter of the men 
at the bar still rang in my ears. Losing 
my head that way only made things 
worse, | kept telling myself. In my heart 
I knew that the real trouble with me was 
Josie. 

Even though I hadn’t seen her for two 
years, I knew I could. never get Josie 
completely out of my system. Driving 
back to the farm, with the moonlight 
spilling over the countryside, I kept 
thinking of her—the way she used to be. 
The headlights glared on a clump of trees 
and I saw her face shimmering against 
the leafy background and I remembered 
that night two years ago. . . . 

The carnival had come to the town 
and | had taken Josie, just as I always 
She lived down 
Jake Hollis, 


her father, was one of the most success- 


had taken her places. 
the road a piece from us. 
ful farmers in the county. He’d always 
liked me and, like everyone else, assumed 
that some day Josie and I would be mar- 
ried. On this particular night, the whole 
world and the future had seemed as gay 
and brilliant as the carnival, with its 
We'd 
ridden on the ferris wheel, arms around 
each other and cheek to cheek and I’d 
won several prizes at the stands that lined 
the Midway. 


I remember how gay and shining 


bright lights and happy music. 


Josie’s eyes were as she smiled up at me, 
her sweet face so near, lips so inviting. 
“Oh, Roy, I’ve had a marvelous time!” 


“I’m glad, darling,” I said softly. “Be- 
cause that’s just a sample of how our life 
is going to be.” 

“Our life?” A shadow flitted across 
her face. 

“Of course. The farm’s beginning to 
pay off now, and— 
much I love you. I’ve waited so long.” 

My arms pressed the softness of her 
hard against me and our lips met, eager, 
on fire. As I kissed her, I was shaken 
with an emotion that left me trembling 
and pulsing with a desire that fairly 
made me ache. “I want you so bad, it 
hurts, darling,” I whispered. 

Yes, that’s the way it had been that 
night. 
myself it had been a dream, something 
I wanted so badly that I’d imagined it. 
It couldn’t have been real, because the 
next morning, Josie was gone. . . . 

Josie and I had grown up together. 
Big Jake had been both father and 
mother to her after Mrs. Hollis had died 
years ago when Josie was only five. 
Everybody knew that Jake had wanted a 
son to carry on his name and Josie’s 
arrival had left him a hard, bitter man. 
Josie grew up to be a regular tomboy, 


You know how 


Ever since I’d tried to convince 


wearing jeans and driving a tractor, 
milking cows and helping Jake do the 
chores around the place. As far as Jake 
was concerned, I guess it made up a little 
for her not being a boy. 

I was a few years older than she and 
at first I’d treated her with the contempt 
all adolescent boys seem to have for the 
opposite sex. But we’d played to ether, 
































roamed the Texas countryside together, 
quarrelled and made up again. Josie 
had a temper that was as sudden and 
stormy as the winds that whistled across 
the plains. Jake never tried to check it; 
he said it showed she had spirit. I guess 
| had a temper to match hers and it never 
seemed to take much to touch off a fight 
between us. 

But always afterward, Josie, a slim 
little figure with big dark eyes and long 
wavy hair, would tearfully apologize. 
“Oh, Roy,” she’d murmur, “I’m so 
sorry.” I would say it was all right and 
we'd make up. Mem never approved 
of the scrapping we did and more than 
once remarked what a shame it was that 
a motherless child like Josie didn’t have 
time to be a girl. 

As we grew up, my attitude toward 
Josie changed. She was still small and 
compactly built, but somehow she looked 
different in her faded jeans. Her figure 
had matured, taken on the inviting 
curves of womanhood. And sometimes 
when she looked at me, her big eyes 
solemn, | got all shaky inside and forgot 
what | was supposed to be doing. 

| took her to her first dance and I was 
the one who got to her first the time 
she’d lost her balance and tumbled out of 
the hayloft in her father’s barn. I'd 
never been so scared in my life. Then 
there was that night in the hammock— 
our first kiss. I remember the new 
warmth that surged up in me when my 
The incident left 
Don’t get me 


lips closed over her. 
me breathless for days. 
wrong. I was no lover boy, just a rough, 
clumsy farmer who didn’t know any 
fancy words. But all the same, I thought 
she knew how I felt about her. I'd hold 
her close and mumble: 

“You're my girl, aren’t you, Josie?” 

She would nod and say in that slow 
drawl of hers, “I guess so, Roy.” 

| was a strong, big-muscled fellow 
then, always showing off for the girls, 
doing things like picking up a bawling 
calf or holding an ax out at arm’s length 
and keeping it level with the ground. 
But Josie was the only one I was trying 
to impress. I thought she would really 
be impressed when I got a chance to 
study agriculture at Prairie View Uni- 
versity. It meant being away from Josie 
for two whole years. She cried a little 
when I told her I was leaving and I must 
admit my heart swelled with pride. I was 
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sure that meant she loved me, didn’t #? 

“You make me madder than a wet 
hen sometimes,” I told her, laughingly. 
“But you’re my girl.” I slipped off the 
signet ring that had been my father’s 
and dropped it on her finger. “Not such 
a good fit, but I guess this makes it 
official, darling,” I said. 

She looked at the ring that could have 
fitted over two of her slim fingers and 
“Oh, Roy, I wish you 


“Pm 


began to cry. 
didn’t have to go,” she sobbed. 
kinda scared.” 

“Of what?” I asked. 
girl now!” 

“I know. That’s just it,” she explained. 
“I think I was happier when we were just 
kids, romping in the hay and tearing at 
each other’s hair.” 

“And now?” 

“Now— I get such a funny feeling 
when I’m with you. Kissing you makes 
me think things I know are wrong, Roy,” 
she said trembling violently. I kissed 
her hard on the lips right after that. 

“That’s just part of growing up, 
honey,” I soothed. “That’s why we’re 
going to be married the minute | get 
back from school.” 

I didn’t understand much about girls 
and some of what she said was way over 
my head. So I just held Josie tight and 
kissed her. It wasn’t easy to control my 
emotions. The way she kissed me back 
told me that the same stormy passions 
were seething through her, too, only 
more so. The very thought of being 
married to Josie and teaching her all 
about love the way I’d taught her so 
many other things made me lightheaded 


“You're a big 


with happiness. 


_ NOTHING ever stays the same. 
I found that out the first week I got 
back from school. Josie was doing very 
well without me. She no longer worked 
out in the fields with Jake, who had hired 
a couple of hands since I left. She had 
discarded her jeans in favor of tight- 
fitting sweaters, low-cut blouses and 
form-revealing skirts. She'd found a 
pretty fast crowd to run around with. 
People talked about the way she had with 
men and about the fights she and Jake 
were having over her choice of friends. 
My first day home, Mom talked to me 
in the kitchen as she fixed one of her 
appetizing meals. “Maybe you'd better 
hold off seein’ Josie for a day or two, 
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son,” she remarked. “Give yourself .iecame 
chance to get used to the idea of beings ame 
home.” She was silent a while, then went Kiera 
on, “I’m not taking her side, mind you, oa 
But Jake Hollis raised her like a boy_F 
it’s unnatural! She’s such a high-spirite 
thing, I reckon she had to cut looge 
sooner or later. Try to understand 
Roy,” she pleaded, covering my hand jt 
with hers. 

I didn’t want to understand. I shove 
away my plate and sullenly stalked om 
of the house. I’d gotten so used to thin 
ing of Josie as mine that the me 
thought of her going out with other mep 
made me jealous sick inside. I hopped jigageo= 
into the jeep and tore down the road tg 
Jake’s house. “Come on in and set q 
while, Roy!” he greeted me in his gruff 
voice. “Glad you’re here, son,” he said, 
and there was a sigh of relief behind his TV 


words. He called Josie downstairs, then 


walked out to the barn, his big shoul. 7 
ders slumped. dre 

Seeing her again, bright eyed and fd 
breathless from her dash down the steps, thr: 
did something to me. She’d changed s - 
much from the picture I’d carried around I 
in my mind for so long. I could only aii 
stare at the vision of loveliness standing iil 
there, a faint reddish glow under the tan tim 


of her smooth cheeks. ie 
“Well, aren’t you going to kiss me, 





Roy?” Her smile challenged me. i :' 
I groaned with happiness and kissed ans 

her over and over again. Only later did heal 

I recall the almost frighteningly expert T 

way she'd returned my caresses. Righi ae 

then, all I wanted was to go on holding lie 

her in my arms forever. But she had dust 

other plans, and reluctantly, I gave in to 

her. We drove into town and I was sur 

prised when she told me to stop in front — 


of Joe’s Place. There had been a 
when neither one of us would have d 
venture inside such a place. From iis 
way she was greeted, I could tell (= 
wasn’t the first time she’d been there. 3p 


Before I had a chance to order, Jo eng 
excused herself and slipped out of thu 
back booth we’d taken. When | saw . 2 
again she was at the bar, deep in ee et 5 
versation with a slick-haired guy WS 
looked as if he knew his way aro ee 
I was boiling when she finally saunter. lames 
back to the booth, and I told her blunts 
how I felt. = 

“Oh, don’t be a square, Roy,” Samm 
chided. “After all, it’s not polite to ignores 
your friends.” (Continued on Page OltBieas 
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HEN MARCH WINDS start to blow the cold winter 
days away, every homemaker thinks of Spring with 
her eyes on Easter and the bright days ahead. After the 
dreary, dark days of winter, all the furnishings seem to 
look shabby and dull, and as the bright sunshine breaks 
through, ideas for housecleaning and re-decorating are 
foremost in the minds of most homemakers. 
Homemakers are thinking of new wallpaper and paint, 
new draperies, curtains, bedspreads and a general bright- 
ening up of every room in the house. Now for the first 





time, home furnishings departments of large stores are 
showing wallpaper and drapery materials to match, which 
are within the budget reach of homemakers with moderate 
incomes. Heretofore such materials and combinations 
were sold exclusively through decorators and in the high 





budget range. 

These wallpaper and matching fabric combinations will 
transform a dull room into a place of brightness, and will 
afford all the beauty, simplicity and elegance one could 
desire for a price anyone can afford. 
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Called “Daisies won’t tell,” most practical 
pron for any time of day or night has full, 
rcular skirt made with points and a linen 

laisy on each one. Three daisy-tipped 

points hold up the bib with tiny self ma- 

terial ties around the neck. Made of soft 

hambray in coral, it is inexpensive and 
easy to wash. 





Vade of soft, unbleached muslin, the apron 
is full gathered with a deep hem. A pixie- 
type mammy doll is embroidered in a gay 
array of colors on the skirt. Braids of hair 
on the doll are washable yarn. Although 
simple in material and design, the apron 


can be worn for dress. 








Simplicity personified is the theme carried 
out in the design of this apron which is 
made of black and white tissue gingham 
with tiny rhinestones embroidered in a 
border in the black squares. A black silk 
cord serves as a drawstring for this attrac- 






A= today are a far cry from the 

knee-length, fully-gathered creations 
in gingham and calico of grandmother's 
day when these sturdy, hard-wearing 
pieces of clothing were a most essential 
part of every female’s wardrobe, both 
young and old. Today, fashions and 
trends in aprons, like all else, have 
changed and in keeping with demands of 
fashion-conscious women, chic, unusual 
ideas are used in designing aprons as 
well as any other piece of women’s ap. 
parel. 

Aprons are as fancy and unusual as 
can be and many are as smart as any 
Paris-inspired gown with as many de. 
tails, too. Designers have created a num. 
ber of cute, novel ideas which are exe. 


prons For 


tive apron, 
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the | cuted in many materials. Women today 
ons | will buy a new apron with the old “hat” 
t's | adage in mind—because it helps to boost 
ing | their morale after a hard day’s work in a 
‘ial plain old housedress. Wearing a nice 
oth | dress, topped with a frilly, fluffy apron, 
ind {will certainly boost spirits and dress up 
ave f mind and body. The same holds true 
of } with the working woman who dashes in ee a 
ual | from the office and ties on one of these 
as | creations to cover her dress for company 
ap- | cooking. 
The tie-on aprons of this season have 
asf gone all out for glamour. Made of every 
ny | material from sheer imported chiffon, 
de. organdie, silk brocade, felt and taffeta, dress. 
m- | to chambray and denim, there are styles 
xe- | for radio and television costumes, cock- hour of the day. 


All Occasions 








tail parties, square dances, formal din- = 


ners and just plain everyday meals. 
Many of the more elaborately-made mod- 
els double for an accessory on plain 
black dresses for all-occasion wearing. 
With such a wide selection to choose 
from, a pretty apron today becomes an 
essential part of every well-dressed wom- 


Shown on these pages are aprons de- 
signed and executed by Willie Sorrels 
Payne, Chicago dress designer, who feels 
that as much importance should be at- 
tached to designing an apron as to a 
To prove this, she has created 


aprons for every occasion and for every 





Called “Brown Doll,” an unusual original 
design in an apron was created by Willie 
Sorrels Payne. The bib of the apron is the 
complete head of the doll and the arms 
form strings. The underskirt is made of 
plain chambray and the overskirt of thin 
flowered batiste with organdie ruffles. 
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A work apron and cap with all sorts of in- 

triguing advantages, is made of lightweight, 

blue-striped denim, trimmed in red rie rac 

braid. Deep hemline forms a pocket strip 

which is made into sections for garden 

tools, hankie, work gloves, kitchen or laun- 
dry implements. 











Perfect apron for the chic hostess who likes 
up-to-the-minute, Paris-inspired leisure ac- 
cessories is made of imported brocade satin. 
The small, circular hostess apron has a tiny 
stiffened bib, white silk medallion, daisy 


trimming and velvet ties. 


INTERIORS 
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i texture is stressed in today’s floor covering fashions. This idea is beautifully 
lighted in Masland’s “Ballerina.” The striated pattern is created by an in- 
ute high and low round wire weave, making a versatile broadloom appropriate 
for a variety of interiors. 


of season’s smartest blends of nylon and wool floor coverings called “Candle- 

’ is offered by C. H. Masland. Tightly curled, rough texture blends perfectly 

clean sweep of line found in most modern furniture. Approximate cost is 
$14.95 a square yard. 
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UGS PLAY a most important role ip 

furnishing a home. The right floor 
covering can turn the trick and make a 
room take on a warm, friendly feeling, 
Selection of floor coverings, whether 
rugs or wall-to-wall carpeting, should be 
made with such practical thoughts jn 
mind as the amount of wear they will 
get, how much the budget can afford for 
what is needed, and whether it will be 
wise to have wall-to-wall carpeting. Many 
other questions should be answered be. 
fore the final decision is made. 

One important question to consider is 
how a rug will blend in with other pieces 
of furniture, draperies and other acces. 
sories. 

Today a different method and ap. 
proach to styling of rugs and carpets is 
being featured by most of the prominent 
rug companies. Emphasis is placed on 
texture and fresh design. Color is one 
of the new features in carpets this year, 
Color combinations create good texture 
and fresh design, and when made in 
lush, deep pile or combinations of cut 
and uncut yarns, they will enhance the 
most discriminating decorating scheme. 
Even the florals have a modern interpre- 
tation, and with the introduction of 
blends and cottons, more stimulating de- 
signs are to be seen in the new lines. 
Many of the new floor coverings will be 
available not only in roll and cut order 
goods, but in Floor-Plan rugs, which 
come in twenty different sizes to fit the 
average room. The naturalistic motif 
will continue to be popular. 


Made of clipped pile with velvety, sculp- 
tured effect, this cotton rug is called “Sher- 
wood.” Low clipped pile runs in opposite 
directions to create a basketweave desigh 
Approximate cost is $7.95 a square yard. 





One of the most attractive rugs in exciting Angelo Testa collection 
is called “Doubletalk.’ Handsome abstract design and effective 
colors bring “art” to the floor for an important decorative note. 
It is available in lacquer red and black on grey and dark brown. 
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“El Pueblo,” new Wilton weave by Masland, is from early Navajo 
design. It fits in perfectly with modern designs and today’s popular 
Ranch House styling. Unusually attractive wool texture makes it 
highlight of season. The approximate price is $15.95 a square yard. 


Interesting hand-hooked, accent rug is called “Louver.” Eye- 
catching, well blended colors, clever design creates a rug of 
distinction for any setting. It is available in green, light 
green and white ; or beige, black and taupe, in all-loop quality. 


Four smart rug patterns shown are de- 
signed for all-purpose, everyday living and 
for each room of the house. They are avail- 
able for homemakers in a variety of colors. 
Floor coverings will fit into modern or 
traditional furnishings and are adaptable 
patterns, weaves and materials which wear 
and clean well. Prices range from $9.95 
a square yard up. 


Striated rug “Ballerina” pattern is created by intricate, new 

high-low, round wire weave. Made of beauti-blend broadloom, 

it carries coloring guide label of five color schemes for each 
rug. Design is apprepriate for variety of interiors. 








Savory Veal Chops 


ombine %4 cup fine white bread crumbs, 1 tbsp. dry mustard, 

bsp. salt, 1 tbsp. brown sugar, 1 tsp. poultry seasoning, dash of 

pper. Dip veal chops in flour, then in beaten egg (dilute egg 

th 2 thsps. water). Roll in bread crumb mixture. Brown well on 

h sides in 4 thsps. hot fat using heavy frying pan. Cover chops 
it adding liquid. Cook about 45 minutes until tender. 








Rump Roast of Beef 


e roast on rack in shallow pan. Roast in 325° F. oven, 30 min- 
per pound for medium rare. For pot roast, flour meat, brown 
on all sides in heavy skillet. Add % cup liquid (water, 
» juice or bouillon), chopped onions, salt, pepper or any other 
seasonings like herbs. Cover, cook over low heat in Dutch 

to 4 hours or until tender. 





Tasty Budget 


Creole 


Flour 4 to 5 pound roast. Brown in a little 
hot fat. Sprinkle with salt, pepper. Mix % 
cup liquid from bottled olives, % cup water, | 
cup condensed tomato soup. Pour over meat. 


Veal Roast 


Tempting money-saving dish for any time is 3 to 4 pound veal roast 
from the leg. Combine 1 tbsp. paprika, 2 pods mashed garlic, 1 isp. 
mustard, juice from % lemon. Spread over roast. Brown on top of stove 
in heavy skillet or Dutch oven. Add one cup sour cream, salt, peppe! 
to taste. Cover, place in oven for one hour. Remove cover. Continue 
to cook about 2 hours or until tender. Serve with parsley noodles. 
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‘5 or 6 small onions, teaspoon of salt. Thicken liquid, if desired. 








Pot Roast 


Top roast with % cup sliced, stuffed olives, 
1 chopped onion. Cover and cook, basting 
frequently for 2% hours at 325° F, or until 
meat is tender. 


Tomato Herb Stew 


Cut 2 pounds of beef stew meat into 1%-inch cubes. Flour meat, brown 
well in hot lard or other fat. Sprinkle generously with salt, pepper. 
Add \% clove garlic, minced, % tsp. each of marjoram, thyme, 1 can 
tomato puree, 3 cups water. Bring to boil. Turn heat low and simmer, 
covered, for 3 hours. 45 minutes before beef is done, add 5 sliced carrots, 








Beef and Kidney Pie 


Soak beef kidney % hour in cold water for 1 hour. Cut 14% pounds 
beef stew meat and kidneys into cubes. Flour meats and brown in 
fat. Add 2 medium, chopped onions, 2 tsps. salt, % tsp. pepper, 
1 tbsp. Worcestershire sauce, 1 tsp. prepared mustard, '% tsp. ginger, 
2% cups water. Simmer until tender, thicken with flour paste. 
Pour into greased casserole. Top with pie pastry. 


EAT IS the center of the menu, the one dish around 

which meals are planned, prepared and served. It 
is one of the most universally-liked foods. Research has 
proven that meat supplies a large proportion of the nutri- 
tion essential to good health. Today’s homemaker has a 
real problem in trying to stretch the meat budget. Prices 
are high and the family’s appetite seems to have become 
inflated also. The search for new ideas in preparation of 
meats and ways of getting the most for the money out of 
lamb, beef, pork and veal are foremost in the minds of 
mothers and housewives. 

Since meat is essential to everyday living and health, 
it is a great help to know some facts about it. One of the 
best ways to conserve meat is to become familiar with the 
cuts that fit the family taste and pocketbook. Cooking 
meat the right way also insures attractive, economical and 
nutritious meals. . 

Pork has been plentiful and cheaper than other meats 
and will continue to be so, as the government says there 
is the largest supply in history. Beef is at an all-time 
high and therefore not as practical as popular hamburger 
and stew meat. Lamb, too, is high but, with spring 
around the corner, prices will drop. Veal, although not 
as popular as other meats, is a good buy at certain times 
of the year. 











Curled for 


HE MEDIUM-LENGTH coiffure is a 

practical, yet beautiful, style for every 
woman who wishes to adopt one hairdo 
and stick with it. Like many other modes 
of fashion today, hair styles and colors 
are changing rapidly, and women who 
wore chignons only a month ago are now 
being encouraged to clip off their hair in 
the new two-inch long “poodle cut.” 

The medium-length hairdo is usually 
favored by conservative women who do 
not succumb to every new style which 


lium length coiffure features bangs, triple rows of low, loose curls and a gentle wave sloping 
at an angle to the ear. 


he upsweep effect, a great number of large rolls of curls crown the 
er. Curls may be worn low at the neck or pushed up for height. Good 
formal occasions, it may be worn with combs, decorative pins or flowers. 


e 


A style for beauty is coiffure with deep 

wide waves starting at the top of the heaa 

and falling into a low crown of large, rolled 

curls which softly cover the ears and nape 
of the neck. 





For the severe look, hair is rawn back 

from the face sleek and straight with three 

rows of large, low curls. Boned hairpins 
are used to keep the curls in place. 








Comfort 


beauticians advocate. Strongest promoter 
of the in-between length coiffures is 
“Mabel,” of Chicago’s Green Gables 
beauty salon, who has created several 
versatile styles featuring deep, full curls 
which she calls “Curled for Comfort.” 
Once the hair is set, the wearer can re- 
dress her hair at home with little effort. 
The temperate style is always correct for 
work, play or dress occasions. Shown 
here are examples of her coiffure de- 


signs, based on simplicity and beauty. 





For the very chic, fancy toucn at cocktail 
time, tuck a soft, lacey veil, studded with 
thinestones, into the hair. Tie the veil 
around the soft curls with narrow velvet 


ribbon. 





For an attractive style that is always neat, 
deep, soft waves at the side-front, and row 
of curls to the back of the neck are caught 
deep with large pins to hold them in place. 








YOU CAN BE GLAMOROUS WITH Codorce2™ 


HUMAN HAIR STYLES 


SEND ONLY $1.00 WITH ORDER — PAY BALANCE C.O.D... 
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“CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 
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York 27, N. Y. 
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Little 
Children 


Have 


ee ., _ Big Ears 




















Children hearing parents bitterly argue become confused, hurt, divided in loyalties. 


IILDREN HAVE big ears. Parents 
ften do not realize how intently 
listen to everything that is said, how 
1 every word is taken to heart, and 
damaging to a child’s emotional life 
When there is a 
sus family problem to be discussed, 


ess words can be. 


parents are careful not to let chil- 
It is 
lly when they are tired, angry or 


overhear their conversations. 


| that parents expose their children 
tructive words. 
ile three-year-old Georgie is eating 





By Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


his lunch or playing in a corner, his 
young mother seizes the free moment to 
telephone a friend. She complains: 
“Honestly, dear, this job of running after 
Georgie, picking up after him, getting 
his meals ready on time, and keeping his 
clothes clean is beating me down. Some- 
times I feel like walking out that door 
and never coming back. Why today that 
little rascal ran out into . . .” She goes 
on for a long time mournfully describing 
the tiring routine of a day with Georgie. 
She warns her friend of the sacrifices she, 


too, must make if she expects to rear a 
The young mother ignores or 
forgets the fact that little Georgie is lis- 
tening intently to every word, not know- 


family. 


ing that she is exaggerating, that she 
If his 


mother makes frequent remarks like 


would never run cut on him. 


these, Georgie will develop a feeling of 
being unwanted. Nothing can be more 
disastrous in a child’s young life than 
that feeling. 

Careless remarks, overheard, strike at 
Hearing 


a child’s feeling of security. 
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Mthese disturbing words, he clings to his 
mother, always fearing that she will de- 










gert or ignore him. He becomes timid 
ind shy. In adolescence he may develop 
jpto a trouble-maker who, in reality, is 
‘seeking attention and affection. When he 
js fully grown he is often neurotic, jeal- 
fous and unable to believe that anyone 
Hloves him for himself. I caution: no 
mother should ever allow her child to 
thear that he is a burden or that mother- 
god irks her. 







© Worry subjects shouldn’t be aired in 
‘front of children either. 


most families I know have some financial 





For example, 






worries — what with spiraling prices, 





heavy taxes or sometimes just getting to- 
gther the rent money or making the 
monthly payment on the new refrigera- 






tor. They are constantly moved to en- 





gage in anxious discussion. While a 
thild may not know exactly what over- 
due bills are he will worry because 
mother and dad obviously are concerned 
about them. If he goes to school, he may 
take his fears with him. 
7 room he is listless and his work shows 
that his attention is divided. If he hears 
agreat deal about the family’s financial 


In the class- 


troubles, he will acquire the worry habit. 

Illness and death are subjects which 
should be handled carefully in front of 
children. Many boys and girls are quite 
large before they understand what death 
means, or realize that a dead person will 





not return. I was on call once in a home 
where there had been a recent death. 
Members of the family had gathered 
from far and near. It was indeed a sad 
gecasion. I shall the 
Worried expressions on the faces of the 
very small children who sat in the room 
most of the day, listening to older folks 
describing in morbid detail the illness 
that caused the death. 
rangements could and should have been 


never forget 





I think some ar- 


made so those tots would not have had 
tohear so much disturbing talk. 

There is the example of the parent who 
isnormally very careful of what is said 
in the presence of her child but relaxes 
when a friend pays a social call. There 
isno time when a child is more curious 
than when mother has guests. He never 
wants to be out of hearing distance. A 
wise mother, without appearing too rude, 
will steer conversation away from sub- 
jects which should not be discussed in 
the presence of a child, or she will ar- 
range for the (Continued on Page 52) 

















Copy of o reguler $20.00 glass. 





10 DAY TRIAL 


| FREE 07... , 
| *e yOU BUY STYLE BE-BOPS WOW 


Regular or small size 








“MISS BROADWAY” LADIES’ RIMLESS 
Premier showing. Gorgeous 24K gold plated sides and 
nose piece. Mother of Pearl ear pieces. Wide library 
Temples are Black, Brown, Blue Pearl or Pink Pearl. 
Clear. green or Blue lens. Special low price. 
Style #314 


$495 


to the girls. 

















Genuine 
Be£-80P 


Light or Dark 


Black frames. 


Style #540 


DIES’ HARLEQUIN 
- GLASSES 


Genvine Optical Zyl. 


Tortoise Shell, Blue 
Pearl, Pink Pearl o 


$475 





















GOP-TOPS FOR LADIES’ OR MEN 


Smert, appealing, flattering. Newest style. 
Brown Shell, Block, Bive Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. 


Style #106 (Ladies) 
Style #322 (Mens) 


$395 








“Reg. U.S. Pat. OF. 








Glamour with a capital G. Half and Half, 
Beautiful Lightweight Frames. Black, Brown, 
Blue Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. Gold 
plated decorations front and 

ate $4% 





HERMAN OPTICAL CO. “Newark n.1. 












HOME HINTS 





Home Laundry 


a 





V ell-washed and rinsed bathtowels are light and fluffy, and feel soft to the face. It is 
not necessary to iron or even press them: Just shake, fold and put them away. 


\/O LONGER is it a dream far remote 
from the average homemaker to be 
e to save time, energy and money and 
out clothes that sparkle from a mod- 
well-equipped home laundry. So 
eamlined is laundry equipment today 
t it will automatically wash, rinse and 
by push-button methods, and the 
nemaker can perform other house- 
ld chores while the machine does the 
rk. 
lodern laundry equipment can be 


found in all sizes to fit into apartments, 
large and small, basements or back 
porches, and there is a practical layout 


When 


contemplating purchase of modern wash- 


to fit everybody’s specific needs. 


ing machines, dryers or ironers, consid- 
erable thought and time should be given. 
It is well to go over the space available 
and to determine the need for one, two 
or three pieces, and what is best for the 
size of the family. 
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Clothes should be loosely folded and placed 
in washer. This will allow an even distriby. 
tion of suds through the clothes. 
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Clothes are removed from the washer clean, 
fluffy and sweet-smelling. They are now 
ready to hang or for damp ironing. 











Modern equipment makes ironing a pleas 
ant task for the housewife. She can st 
down while completing weekly chore. 
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FOR THE SMART WOMAN OF FASHION 
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MEDALO CHIGNON 
Hair Style #60! 
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Notice how easy and 
Feather Curl Halo 
Glamour Twist Buns TRIPLE ROW 
# 641 
YOUR OWN HAIR 
BRAID 
You Can Use 
12 Inches Long 
PAGE BOY HALO y with Bags FULL CAP WIG 
1HUMAN! Gold Medal Hair Products, Inc. Dept. YH-3, 





















































CLUSTER CURLS MEDALO BRAID ‘ 337 Kings Highway, Brooklyn 23, New York 
Hair Style STYLE 605A HAIR ; Please send me Hair Styles 
PIECES : (take number of hair style you want from box, above, and mark here) SEND 
MONEY BACK | will pay price shown plus postage when | get my Medale Hair Tress nO 
GUARANTEE # 2nd written Guarantee. | may wear it 10 days. If not satisfied in every MONEY 
§ way, | may return it for exchange or GET MY CASH MONEY BACK IN FULL. 
F ENCLOSE SAMPLE OF YOUR HAIR FOR EXACT MATCHING OR MARK. MEMISEL12) 
SEND NO 1 Exact SHADE: GUARANTEE 
MONEY ® Jet Black () Brown [_] $1 extra for Mixed Gray (_] 
: Off Black [_] Dark Brown (_] 10-DAY 
" 7 y ! 
Gold Medal Hair Products. Ine. tana FREE 


339 KINGS HIGHWAY, BKLYN. 23, N. Y., Dept. YH-3 TRIAL 
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HEALTH 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 


{uthor of “The Biology of the Negro’ 


: 


\ ADE FAMOUS by a well-known 
radio comedian, the expression, 
Oh, my aching back,” contains no 
»umor for the many people who have 
iffered from the excruciating pain of 
vere backaches. Because backache is 
h a common complaint no one takes 
seriously except the sufferer. Even 
doctor sometimes shrugs it off with 
casual advice: “Apply some heat and 
will be all right.” Because many 
ctors do not give backaches the atten- 
| they deserve, many patients seek the 
of phony practitioners who with 
r assorted manipulations, bendings, 
| blows add insult to injury. By do- 
g business with such quacks, one may 
jetimes lose more than money. One 
y lose his life. 
Most backaches have trivial causes 
after an episode of severe pain, 
» one without any noticeable after- 


Wise backache sufferers refuse to regard ailment as unimportant, consult physician. 


effect. Even at that, each patient is en- 
titled to know from his doctor what has 
brought on the condition in each in- 
stance and what has happened in the 
body to produce such pain. The cause 
may not be obvious and may be the 
symptom of some really serious condi- 
tion. Patients should always seek the 
advice of a reliable physician and, in 
turn, the doctor should make a thorough 
examination and determine the underly- 


ing cause. 


The most common backache is that 
caused by strain. An over-ambitious per- 
son may decide to shift the piano or 
move some other piece of heavy furni- 
ture. Activity of this sort puts entirely 
too much strain on the lumbar muscles 
attached to the lower spine. The fibers 
of these muscles are unduly stretched 
and actually may be torn. This is more 


apt to happen to people past the prime 
of life who are unaccustomed to lifting 
heavy objects. The penalty for such rash 
acts is a severe backache. 

The ache does not usually appear im- 
mediately but is likely to show up with- 
in 24 hours. It is unnecessary to advise 
the patient to go to bed for there is little 
else he can do. The slightest motion is 
sheer agony. To relieve this, heat can 
be applied in the form of hot towels, an 
electric hot pad, or an infra-red lamp. 
Rubbing the back with oil of wintergreen 
gives welcome relief. Large doses of 
aspirin, two or three five-grain tablets, 
taken three or four times a day, will help 
allay the pain. 

An acute episode of backache like this 
will soon wear off and, in most instances, 
the patient is as good as ever. Except 
for the severe pain and the possibility of 
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/more extensive injury this type of back- 
i ache, from a medical viewpoint, is of lit- 
tle significance. 

| A man, taking a new job which re- 
quires a certain repetitious movement 





involving back muscles, will very often 







complain of backache for the first 





w weeks. The youngster who plays 






ball for the first time in the spring and 





‘nds he has a very sore arm, or the man 
‘who shovels off the first snow and finds 
Mthat he can’t stand up straight has the 
The backache of the 


borer and the snow-shoveler and the 








game problem. 







isore arm of the ball player are the result 





"of extensive use of muscles unaccustomed 
Had the 
fmuscles been broken in gradually the 





‘to the movements involved. 






Spain would not have occurred. The prob- 





here is not so much a question of ac- 








“wal injury to the muscles as it is the 
‘blood supply to the muscles. Nature has 
way of adjusting the amount of blood 


Bgoing to a muscle according to the 






‘amount of work it does. If energy de- 








‘manded of it is more than the energy it 






Hreceives in the way of blood, the muscle 


rebels with a reaction of pain. In re- 





"sponse to repeated calls for greater 





energy output the blood supply increases, 





the muscle grows in size and the pain is 





no longer there. 





The doctor is much more concerned 


ne with the persistent backache. It may not 
ng be extremely severe, but the kind that oc- 
sh curs day in and day out may be a symp- 


tom of a serious condition. of a disease 


" that may be fatal. A conscientious phy- 
h- sician will not be satisfied until he has 
se traced the cause of a continuous back- 
le ache and instituted the proper remedial 
is procedures. 

n A frequent cause of persistent back- 
n ache, especially in young girls, is faulty 
D. posture. There are many people who 
n stand and sit awkwardly and incorrectly. 
yf Their shoulders slouch and bend in most 
s, unnatural positions. Besides being un- 
P attractive, this habit produces abnormal 


pulls and strains on the back muscles and 
spinal column that result in backache. 





Orthopedists have determined correct 








postures based on studies of normal anat- 
omy. Slight departures from the proper 
posture, of which most of us are guilty, 
are allowable if not desirable. But wide 
deviations produce undesirable effects 
among which (Continued on Page 64) 











MUSIC LESSONS 


for only a few 


Learn your favorite instrument 


quickly, easily, right at home 

DP YOU think learning music was 

expensive? That you had to spend a 
lot for a private teacher, sheet music, 
and other incidentals? Then here’s 
grand news! You can now learn to play 
your favorite instrument for ONLY A 
FEW CENTS A LESSON! No extras of 
any kind. And it takes less time than 
you ever dreamed possible! . 


Play a Tune in 
Easy as A-B-C y 
One Lesson 

You start playing a fa- 
miliar melody in your 
very first lesson. You go 
on from one tune to an- 
other. Your rapid prog- 
ress is amazing. You learn 
to play by playing—just 
as you learned English 








The 
orize a Is by speaking it. You learn 
Every Good Boy De- by a remarkable short-cut 
there you are! And the | method that skips all te- 
dious drills and exercises. 


there you are! And the 
spaces are always 


F- ac -E. That qpells 

*"_ simple A method that has been 
enough | to remember, chosen by over 850,000 
s 3 








pupils! 

It’s actually fun learning this way. “One 
picture is worth a thousand words.” That’s 
the secret of this easy way to learn music. 
Your lessons are in print and picture form. 
They show you every position, 
every move—like a teacher beside 
you, explaining, coaching you. 

FREE BOOK 

See how easy it is to learn music 
this modern way. How inexpen- 
sive. Mail coupon for FREE se 
and Free Instruction Sample. U. 
School of Music, Studio Baas. 
Port Washington, N. Y. 








cents a lesson! 


HOW LONG HAVE You 
BEEN STUDYING ? 
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Exclusive! For the 


Young Lovely 


Growing From Girlhood 


She'll Love It 


Nothing more im- 


portant to a 


young 


girl's self-confi- 
dence and happi- 


ness. 





GROWS WITH WEARER 


The bra that grows with the wearer 
in the world designed for the young 
begins to develop 

SECRET ADJUSTMENT 
Avoids embarrassment. Avoids that awkward 
look. Gives a natural, graceful rounded ap- 
pearance. Answers a young girl's single most 
important clothing need. The same bra will fit 
her as she grows from AAA to AA 
to A. Simple hidden adjustment changes the 
cup size in an instant. Beautifully, carefully 
made and softly lined to avoid damage to tender 
tissues Two sections of elastic in back for 
extra flexibility and adjustment. Long-wearing 
broadcloth Make her happy today—with the 
bra made especially for her. Bust sizes: 28 


to 36 

10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
To introduce this bra we are making this amazing 
guarantee. Try it for 10 days FREE. If not thrill 
ingly delighted simply return for prompt refund of 
full purchase price. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL! 


Only bra 
virl as she 


asa aaa 2 





Guaranteed to 
fit her as she 
grows. Makes 
her exquisite at 
an amaz- 
ingly low, 
low 





THE S. J. WEGMAN CO., Dept. FB 
836 Broadway, New York 3, WN. Y. 

Send my ‘‘FIRST BRA’’ by Ye mail. If I_ am 
not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 days 
for full purchase price refund, 
How many?........ .-Bust Size.. (inches) 
0 Send C.O0.D,. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus postage. 
Enclosed find $1.98. S. J. Wegman Co, will pay 
posi age 


N@Me@ .. nc ccc ccceeesecseses 


Address 
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The Truth 
About 
White 
Women 4 


(Continued from Page 29) 
race to find a mate. 

My first wife was thought to be white 
by many people because she was so fair. 
My present wife, Nuffie, is often mistaken 
for a white woman. It just so happens, 
however. that I didn’t marry either one of 
my wives for their color. I am not color- 
struck and never have been. If I’m in any 
way prejudiced, I guess I’m prejudiced in 
favor of Negro women and maybe that’s 
because the most wonderful woman I’ve 
known—my wife, Nuffie—is one. 

I call Nuffie Calloway wonderful because, 
in addition to the gifts of love, sympathetic 
understanding and companionship, she has 
given me during the past seven years the 
most precious things a human being can 
enjoy—peace of mind and happiness great- 
er than any I have known in life. In all 
humility and gratefulness, I feel justified 
in saying that we share the perfect mar- 
riage. I think the perfect marriage is that 
relationship in which two people are able 
to accept everything each other wants to 
do, say, think or plan with complete un- 
derstanding. 

Let me give you some examples of how 
Nuffie and I do just that in small and big 
things. 

If I say to her: “Darling, let’s go to the 
movies,” she never says: “Oh, no, I can’t. 
I’ve got to do this or that.” We go to the 
movies, 

If she comes to an opening night at a 
club and I don’t spend two minutes at her 
table all night long, she doesn’t say, com- 
ing home in the car: “My God, Cab, you 
could have spent a little time with me.” She 
knows that it is my business to meet the 
press, to pay attention to important people, 
to be nice to the public which enables me 
to make a living. 

If, right in front of her eyes, I hold a 
long conversation with a beautiful woman, 
Nuffie never asks later: “Why did you 
have to spend so much time with that wom- 
an? Are you going with her on the side?” 
She has confidence in me. She knows that 
a musician has to sell glamour. She knows 
that there is no woman in the world who 
does or could mean as much to Cab Callo- 
way as Mrs. Nuffie Calloway. 

If | bring people home for dinner or a 
visit, even without warning, she can be 
highly entertaining, the perfect hostess, 
and incidentally she’s a peerless cook. 

In addition to being a wonderful home- 
maker and wife, Nuffie is the perfect moth- 
er of our two girls, Leal 4. and Chris, 6. 
She devotes a great deal of time to them. 
She gives them a great deal of love. 

inother thing about Nufhe and me. 


We're still sweethearts just as we were 
50 








seven years ago when we first met. We 
still get along as well as we did seven years 
ago and we are positive things won't 
change seven or seventeen years from now. 

I’ve been talking about the wonderful 
things Nuffie does to ensure the success of 
our marriage. But one thing we men have 
to remember is that we can’t sit around 
and expect our wives to do all the striving 
to make marriage go over. We can inspire 
them to do those things by always keeping 
them aware that they are our women, still 
our loves. 

I realize that and I also realize that be- 
ing the wife of a band leader can become 
a really tough proposition. It can become 
a lonely, frustrated life for a woman who 
has a husband who often travels as far as 
20,000 miles from home. 

That’s why, every so often, when I am 
heading for some place like South Ameri- 
ca. I say to Nuffie: “Darling, I want you to 
go along.” She doesn’t say: “Cab, I can’t 
go. We’ve got the children.” We get some- 
one to take care of the children. We know 
that, because of their training, they can al- 
most take care of themselves. So, off we 
go to South America or Mexico for a few 
weeks. It’s a thing that helps secure our 
marriage. Nuffie has the satisfaction of 
knowing that I get a big kick out of having 
her along. As for me, I like it too because 
I'll enjoy myself and get a kick out of her 
enjoying herself. Besides if I were alone 
in South America for eight weeks, who 
knows what temptation could arise and 
what could happen? 


HE KIND of confidence Nuffie and I 

have in our marriage relationship is 
something that is lacking in many of the 
relationships which exist between Negro 
men and their white sweethearts or wives. 
One reason is that very often Negro hus- 
bands and their white wives are not equal 
in their ability to cope with problems. 

The colored man who thinks white is 
right simply because it is white is very 
likely to marry a white woman who has 
less education, less background, less un- 
derstanding and moral principle than he 
has. He thinks that what she lacks will be 
made up for by the color of her pale skin. 
Some of the Negroes who have reached the 
top and decide that now they “deserve” a 
white woman, reach down and pick one 


_ who hasn’t got enough on the ball to help 


them get across the street. 

I believe that a woman is supposed to 
help a man. to have a place in what he tries 
to do. A good doctor needs a wife who can 
cooperate and help him maintain his posi- 
tion as a doctor and that goes for any man 
in any field. But many of the Negroes who 
marry white women do not realize this. 
There are for instance, very few men like 
Walter White who. in selecting a white 
mate, are fortunate or wise enough to 
choose one like Poppy Cannon; someone 
with charm, grace, intelligence and _posi- 
tion enough to complement their own stand- 
ing. 





So what happens to the Negro who does 
not choose a white woman wisely? He gets 
disgusted with her. She gets disgusted with 
him and they break up. But, by now, he is 
convinced that white women are for him; 
that he just happened to choose the wrong 
white woman that time. 

I know any number of prominent Ne. 
groes, who, in their search for a mate jp 
marriage or romantic adventure, flit from 
one white woman to another, always pick. 
ing women who are not equal to them jp 
quality. I know one tragic case like this 
in which when the Negro man finally did 
find a wonderful, cultured and sympathet. 
ic white wife, he had no knowledge of how 
to treat her because he had been used to 
lesser women than she turned out to be. 

While on the subject of Negroes with 
“white fever,” it is interesting to analyze 
how some of them get to be that way. Our 
folks in show business are not any more 
afflicted with this disease than people in 
other fields, but because I know show busi- 
ness people best, I shall use a typical show 
business case for an example. 

Consider an imaginary—but not so imag. 
inary—musician or artist who is going 
through the stages leading to success. His 
mind and experience are not as developed 
as they ought to be to save him from being 
susceptible to certain influences. He is con- 
stantly thrown into contact with what he 
never had—the attention of white women. 
He meets the kind of white woman who is 
always to be found on the scene where 
Negro celebrities are. Naturally, they get 
together. He thinks this is terrific. He 
thinks that she shows him off. He feels 
he has gone a step higher than his friends 
and those with whom he once associated. 
He becomes bigoted against his own won- 
en and completely responsive to whites. 

Very often, as I have pointed out before, 
he discovers that the white woman he chose 
was interested in being seen with him be- 
cause he was famous, or in spending large 
quantities of his money. After he has pam- 
pered and glorified her to the highest de- 
gree, he becomes disillusioned with her. 
They part. He sees another white woman 
who may or may not be a little finer type. 
He picks up with her and thus it goes. He 
gets the habit. He becomes stamped and 
categorized and he will never look at or 
recognize worth in another Negro woman 
again. 

Negro men who adopt and cling to this 
kind of thinking often use criticism of our 
women as an excuse. I don’t go along with 
the majority of their criticisms. but I do 
have one very vital fault to find with many 
of the women of my own race and [ think 
it would be unfair for me to criticise our 
men only, without registering my complaint 
about this one fault. So many Negro wom: 
en don’t recognize the need for equipping 
themselves to keep pace with and help 
their men. 

Take a musician or artist, starting out in 
show business. He meets and marries 4 
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Negro girl. He makes rapid strides in his 
profession. His wife sees him studying, 
taking financial beatings and making all 
sorts of sacrifices to improve himself and 
help make things better for her. Instead 
of considering what she can do to keep 
pace with him, to prepare herself to help 
him when he becomes a success, she hangs 
back and often becomes a hindrance. She 
keeps the same set of ideas on life, the 
same habits, the same philosophy. 

After he hits the top, she realizes that 
he has progressed while she has remained 
in the same old spot. She feels guilty 
about this, but won’t admit to herself that 
itis her fault. So what does she do? Be- 
cause She has an inferiority complex and 
asense of guilt, she begins to accuse him 
of getting swell-headed, letting success af- 
fect his modesty. She hasn't tried to be- 
come a part of his public, to cultivate those 
friends he must make to be a success. She 
refuses to realize that he now has a public, 
that the public makes demands upon him 
which he must answer and which she must 
encourage him to answer. 

Finally, he goes his way and she goes 
though they are living in the 
same home. She decides to make the best 
of it in her own selfish way, to bask in his 
glory, spend his money and make his life 
miserable with complaints, accusations 
about his hours and his conduct. She 
doesn’t realize that success is even harder 
to take than struggle for success and that 
he needs her more in the bright days than 
he did when things were dark. She is just 
not equipped to be the perfect mate of a 
man in public life. 

I know a peerless example of this very 


hers, even 


type of thing. The parties concerned are 
among the best known folk of our race in 
America. The man is one of the twenty-five 
best known Negroes in America. When he 
was a youngster, he was engaged to a girl. 
He began pre- 
paring for his chosen field. He spent years 
of hard study at it. She stood by 
watched him. She frequented the same 
bars, kept the same friends. 

He became one of the most powerful men 
in America overnight. During the course 
of his struggling for that position, he had 
married her. But he had progressed and 
she had stood still. After a while, he found 
out that she wasn’t helping him, but trying 
to hold him back and resenting his ad- 
vancement. He finally decided to divorce 
her and he married a woman who had 
tverything to bring about an alliance of in- 
telligence, talent and understanding. They 


a 


She was in show business. 


and 


are today one of the happiest couples in 
America. Yet, when the man divorced the 
first wife, who had become a dead weight 
around his neck, many people said he had 
let her down after he got on top. He hadn't 
let her down. She had let him down long 
before when she had failed in her obliga- 
tion to keep pace with him. 

When a man marries, he marries hoping 
for companionship, moral support and in- 


spiration. He wants to have children of 


whom he can be proud, a wife who is a 
woman of standing in their community. 


Negro men and women have got to think 
more and more of marriage as an alliance 
of something which can become fine of it- 
self and which can produce fine products 
in the form of children. 

Those ancient rulers of European and 
Far East countries who planned far ahead 
for their heirs to be married to others of 
royal blood had which 
would strengthen the family lineage were 
not insane after all. Of course, I do not 
propose any such cold-blooded and calcu- 
lating matching as they did, but I do say 
that we, as a race, ought to pay more at- 
tention to the kind of matrimonial unions 
we make, for we can breed a finer race 
just as surely as fine horses are bred of 
aristocratic parents. We can make our chil- 
dren good stock if we ourselves are worth- 
while human combinations. Children will 
observe and imitate parents and, of course, 
if the parents are very much lacking, the 
children will not think it too bad to emu- 
late them. 

In the days of slavery, 
sought out healthy, good looking, 
Negro men and mated them with 
cut, healthy Negro women they 
could raise breeds of valuable slaves. Now 
doesn’t it 


who something 


masters 
strong 


white 


clean- 
so that 
that we are no longer slaves, 
seem that we should have enough sense to 
try to bring together our best qualities of 
brain and character to create a race of peo- 
ple who are strong enough and wise enough 
to overcome all the problems we have to 
face as a minority? 

Somewhere above in this piece, I men- 
tioned my two little daughters. I’m as 
proud of them as I am to be an American. 
I love them as much as I love the air of 
freedom we breathe in this country and the 
democratic framework which permits us to 
carry on a daily fight to make this country 
more and more what it ought to be in its 
regard for all its citizens, 
I'd like to think that my 
two daughters, Chris and Leal, will one 
day typify the best in Negro womanhood. 


THE END 


regardless of 


color or creed. 





Real Life Dramas 
(Continued from Page 9) 


from the burning effect of the poison. She 
looked as though she wanted to speak but 
didn’t dare. 
Suddenly, 
whelmed him. 
“I can’t, I can’t,” he shrieked wildly. 
He rushed to the telephone to call an 


the horror of it all over- 


ambulance. 


When the ambulance came it was too 
late. Right before his eyes, the girl had 
died, a look of betrayal on her face. 

A policeman clamped a hand on his 
shoulder. 

“She wanted to die,” he protested. 


“Come on, bud,” the cop barked. “Tell 


that lie to the judge.” 








Amazing NU-YUTH 
HIDEAWAY BRA 
Now large bust women can 
have a new, shapely breast 
loveliness. Look youthful 
easily trim in your new 
hide-away NU-YUTH BRA. 
This wonderful NEW bra 
design permits you to hide ‘ 
away the “extra” in both ||™eximum support 
bosom and tummy. In sec- |]9nd youthful separa- 

onds look SLIMMER tion. ; 
YOUNGER...MORE ATTRAC- || 2-_ Exclusive, od- 
TIVE. Say goodbye to the | jivstable midriff gives 
sagging, heavy, wide bust. ||‘¥stom - made fit. 
Amazing new magic laced ||P away with un- 
midriff gives you custom. ||sightly “tires with- 
made comfort and fit...lets || binding and dis- 
you regulate your own size ||comforts. No ridges 
. made of miracle-wear, | |i flesh. 
super-carded, pre-shrunk || 3. V-Shaped, elas- 
broadcloth with strain- ticized inserts breathe 
resisting custom stitching |}right with you. 
for extra comfort and long |} 4- Ingenious figure 
wear. SIZES 34 to 52—B, C, |j|control fasteners 
D cups. Wear 10 days free ||moke it easy to put 
. .RUSH COUPON! on or take off. 





Most Flattering 
Full Length Bra 
Ever Created. 








1. Special design 
control cups, for 






















Reduces Large 
Appearance 
SIZES in Seconds 
34 to Adjust NU-YUTH only 
§2 to — you $998 
wan 





The S. J. Wegman ro Dept. NY718 
836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. 
Send my “‘NU-YUTH"’ Bra by return mail. If | am 
not 100% delighted I'l! send it back in 10 days for 
full purchase price refund. 
How Many?. 
Bust size. 
O Send Cc. 0. D. 


postage. 

©) Enclosed find $2.98. S. J. Wegman Co. will pay 
postage. 

NAME 


(2 for $5.85) 


BP Cees 
i'll pay postman $2.98 plus 

















Free for Asthma 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma C ompany for 
a FREE ttrial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary symp- 
tomatic relief of paraoxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
No matter where you live or whether you have 
faith in any medicine under the sun, se “nd today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
FroNTIER AstHMA Co. 590-J Frontier Bioc. 
462 Niacara St. Burrato 1, N. Y. 


New Method of CHILD PLANNING 


A doctor’s new invention, called ADVIS-A-GUIDE, is 
a purse-size automatic indicator that clearly shows 
any woman s she = conceive a child and 
the days she cannot. ADVIS-A-GUIDE eliminates 
all use of drugs and harmful devices—is approved 
and endorsed by leading gyne are cir Many women 
have told me that their ADVIS-A-GUIDE is a neces- 
sity for happy married life. it eee do as much for 

your name and address. I'l 
DE to you at once, Jo ye 

DN Vhen 
yers ADVIS-A-GU or 3 
with simple instructions, de apoet ia »lus post- 
age with’ him a this MO) ex Sudma 
Use your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for — days. von 4 
not completely satisfied, return it, I’il aan your $1 
right back. Write me now 
Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director 
Birth Research Institute 
505 Fifth Avenue, New York 8, N. Y. 
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you. Just send me 
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Enchanted glamour in hair pieces, created by 
HUMANIA Yo or Women of all ages... finer 
quality human hair, puaey blended to add 
new charm to your personal beauty. 
A reliable firm...selling to and recommended 
by thousands of satisfied women since 1910. 
Illustrated are a few of our exceptional values. 





We: 

LONG BOB WIG GLAMOUR 

No. 1460. Smart looking. Style C. Cluster Curl. 
Hand made weft, full form Covers entire head. Al- 
fitting foundation. luringly beautiful. 
Black, Off-black Black, Off-black 

and Dark Brown $210 and Dark Brown 7 

Mixed Grey . . . $24.00 Mixed Grey . . . $12.95 





CHIGNON 


12” Latest in hair fashions. 


PAGE BOY 
Style 52. Measures 
wide. (Not in mixed grey.) 
Black, Off-black $175 
and Dark Brown and Dark Brown 
Many others—see booklet. Mixed Grey . . . . $3.25 


State color hair you desire, or enclose sample. 
When full payment is sent with order, we pay 
postage...On C.O.D. orders you pay postage. 


REE NEW HAIR-DO STYLE BOOK 
Shows latest styles in WIGS, PAGE 
BOYS, GLAMOURS. CURLS, SWITCHES, CHIGNONS, 
HAIR ATTACHMENTS, etc. Send postcard today. 


HUMANIA HAIRCO 


303 FOURTH AVENUE Dept. F 
NEW YORK CITY 10, N. Y. 


PERIOD DELAYED? 
(Overdue) 
DON’T RISK DISASTER 
DON’T WORRY 


it € AN BE SOLD, a new extra effective Doctor ap- 

7 ’ capsules may relieve you of 

st worry—when due to minor functional menstrual 
mia, Scien tific, ally prepared by reg- 

capsules conti ain 


Smart looking. Style 50 
Black, Off-black $200 
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arges or send $5.00 cash and we will ain 
ust the thing to have on hand.”’ 


Available 


PERSONAL DRUG CO. 
Hester St., 


Dept. ‘TC-15, New York 2, N.Y. N. Y. 
GRAY 


Se. HAIR 


you can shampoo and color your hair the 
me time with SHAMPO-KOLOR, any shade. 
dyed look, permits permanent. Simple, cau- 
e only as directed on label.—Most lasting. 
Write for Free Booklet. 
VALLIGNY PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. 70- T, 254 West 3ist Street, New York 1, New York 
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Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 15) 


superiority complexes. 

These particular traits of character can 
be recognized and interpreted by handwrit- 
ing analysis. If you possess these traits 
to a marked degree 
writing will help you to make an adjust- 
ment, 

Figure 1 is a sample of writing by a per- 
son who has very strong inferiority feelings, 
The out- 


an analysis of your 


one who is shy and self-abasing. 
side world seems so large that he feels he 
is lost in it, and is convinced that he can- 
This quality of 
middle 


not compete with others. 
character is shown in the small 
zone script. 

Very often a child suffers shock when 
surrounded by those whose abilities sur- 
pass his, especially when he has repeated- 
ly failed to live up to his own expectations, 
which actually are formed or influenced by 
the attitudes of others in the home. The 
result is that, no matter how much ability 
he possesses, he feels inadequate. 

Figure II, in its extremely heavy T bars, 
reveals the writer’s strong aspirations. His 
attention is directed toward the future and 
the outside world. But note all the letters, 
and compare the strong pressure on the T 
bars with the weak pressure of the other 
letters. This shows that his experiences and 
emotions are not adequately developed, and 
this lack causes him to overemphasize some 
letters as he enforces his will, and to spare 
pressure on others. showing awareness of 
his shortcomings and the feeling that he 
must compensate for them. 

This is often the result of a person’s be- 
ing constantly placed in the spotlight when 
he is a child, even when his performance 
is only mediocre. He develops an unmerited 
Later, because of 
he strives 


feeling of importance. 
his desire for recognition, 
press others when he fails to attain the 


to im- 


goals he seeks. He presents himself as he 
would like to be. 

Figure III, with its elaborate 
is typical of the writing of those who lack 
The writer tries to em- 


flourishes, 


inner assuredness. 
phasize and enhance his ego as much as 
possible and brags to attract attention. 
This individual, who has a superiority 
complex, has had this attitude since child- 


- hood. He always attempts to make others 


believe that he is superior. When he faces 
the world, he feels he must accomplish 
more than others do, but when he fails, he 
says it is because he hasn’t had a fair 
chance. 

If you have not been aware that you pos- 
sess the attitudes explained in this article, 
but have found a likeness after comparing 
writing with the examples shown, it should 
be taken as a warning that you are taking 
an unrealistic attitude toward life and your 
part in it. Learn to do the best you can 
with your abilities, but accept yourself as 
an equal of others. 





Child Care 


(Continued from Page 45) 


child to occupy his time with some pleasany 
activity in another part of the house. 
Quarreling parents risk exposing their 
children to the severest of all shocks. |; 
is a most serious thing when parents ae. 
cuse one another of misdeeds, shirking re. 
sponsibilities and_ infidelity. Quarreling 
however, must be distinguished from every- 
day squabbles and arguing. The average 
child can take mild bickering and occa. 
sional irritated temper displays. But pro. 
fane or bitter words can turn a child’: 
world into one of fear and shame. Psychol. 
ogists report that children instinctively fee 
there is something disgraceful about par. 
ents who say outrageous things to each 
other. Often a child will feel the disgrace 
reflects on him and he may acquire a guilt 


feeling. One ugly fight between parents 
can mar a child’s emotional structure for 
life! 


Loose talk about sex also damages a 
child’s personality. Cramped living quar. 
ters which afford few opportunities for par- 
ents to display their affection for one an- 
other or even discuss purely adult matters 
is one of the many evils and poor housing 
hardships which beset many Negro fani:- 
lies. Children in crowded homes often grow 
old before their time. A child’s sex educa. 
tion, if given in the home, should be geared 
to his level of understanding and directed 
toward him. 

Race is another subject which should be 
handled with care. Many parents believe 
that within the confines of their homes 
they are at liberty to give vent to their 
feelings about people outside. This is their 
privilege. I am sure, but such discussions 
name-calling and displays of 
anger and resentment over poor race rela- 
tions in the community or immediate neig!:- 
borhood can only strike fear in a listening 
child. Efforts to inform your child about 
race should be made through direct talks 
geared to his level of understanding rather 
than by allowing him to pick up words and 


involving 


phrases spoken in anger. 

A parent might ask what can a mother 
and father discuss in the presence of chil- 
dren. My answer is that most any subject 
can be discussed in front of children pro- 
vided the parent realizes the little ones are 
listening, and that very young children be: 
lieve almost everything they hear. Adult 
devices of exaggerating or just plain kid- 
become dangerous weapols 
against children. Further, it seems that it 
is not so much the matter of what is dis 
cussed as it is the time and circumstances 
under which things are said. As I said be 
fore, it is usually when parents are angry, 
bored and tired that they expose theif 
children to careless words. Remember that 
a child is never intentionally the cause o 
your discomfiture or ill ease. 
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Too 
Dark 
For 


Love 
(Continued from Page 19) 


percentage of the profit. As always, I 
drove myself and demanded the same from 
those who worked under me. I used to 
put in nine or 10 hours during the day, 
go home and sleep, then. come back for an 
hour or two before closing time at one 
am. When the owner suggested installing 
an assistant manager handle the night 
shift, I didn’t put up too many objections. 
It would make things easier on me. 

I was considering Harry Gilbert for the 
job—the same Harry Gilbert who was later 
to haunt my marriage. He was a hand- 
some fellow, with a lot of personality, and 
the customers seemed to like him. Girls 
were always dropping in for cokes just to 
talk with the guy. I noticed one in par- 
ticular. She was a gorgeous creature, built 
like a chorus girl and with a mop of light 
brown hair that crowned her lovely face 
like a silken tiara. I used to watch her 
furtively as she sat on the end stool waiting 
for Harry to get off, admiring her sensuous 
red lips. I’d catch myself wondering what 
it would be like to feel her in my arms, to 
have her big eyes gaze up at me with no 
hint of fear or repugnance at my repulsive 
features. 

It was the first time I'd my 
imagination build such delightful fantasies 
and I guess Harry noticed my interest in 
Billie. He also was aware that the assist- 
ant manager’s job was open. One day he 
called me aside. 

“Say, old man, my club is giving a dance 
Saturday night,” he said. “How about 
taking a couple of tickets?” 

“No thanks, I’ve got no time for a gay 
social life like guys I know,” I 
answered pointedly. 

Harry tossed a couple of hamburgers on 
the grill and went to work on a milk shake. 
“That’s the trouble with you. Willard, you 
never relax,” he lectured. “You know what 
they say—‘All work and no play—’.” 

“Makes jack!” I cut in. 

A look of disgust crossed his face. “And 
for what? So you can be the richest man 
in the graveyard? Good gosh, man, wake 
up and live!” 

Yeah, look who’s talking, I said to my- 
self bitterly. If I had your good looks, I'd 
be a playboy, too. Don’t you think I want 
to be around pretty women? 

“Billie will be there,” Harry said with a 
sly grin. “She said she’d save a dance 
for you. No kiddin’. 

He kept talking and I kept thinking 
about Billie. Finally I consented, but 
sruffly to hide the fact that I was glad he’d 
talked to me into it. Harry had to work 
Saturday, so I arranged to meet him at the 


ever let 


some 





affair. “You'll have Billie all to yourself, 
chum,” he said. 

“Until you get there.” 
your girl.” 

“There’s nothing between Billie and me,” 

“And even if there were, it’s 
for himself when it comes to 


“She’s 


I scoffed. 


he laughed. 
every man 


women.” 


WENT to the dance and I had more 

fun than I had thought possible. Billie 
was positively radiant and as we swayed to 
the sweet and hot rhythms of the band, my 
hard-boiled shell melted under the warmth 
of her charm. I let myself imagine Billie 
with me, then had to check those 
ran away 


love 
intoxicating thoughts before they 
with me. Harry arrived shortly before the 
dance ended. “Have fun, kids!” he called 
from the edge of the floor. “Ill be at the 


bar—in case you're interested.” 
I waved to him and nodded. At that 
moment, I felt good towards the whole 


Harry was right. All I had to do 
I leaned my cheek 


world. 
was relax more often. 


on Billie’s soft hair and inhaled its fra- 
grance. This was living! 


We joined Harry at the bar and after a 
couple of drinks I went to the checkroom 
to get our coats. There was a long line 
and I guess Billie and Harry didn’t expect 
me back in a hurry. But Id long since 
that a bill. slipped into the 
the right moment, could 
I was back in no time and 


discovered 
proper hand at 
work miracles. 


walked up just as Billie was saying, “I 
don’t mind doing you a favor, Harry, but 
there’s a limit to everything!” 

Harry patted her arm. “Look, baby. I 
want that assistant manager’s job. All 
you've got to do is be nice to the guy.” 

She shrugged her bare shoulders. “Okay, 


so I'll let him see me home. But suppose 
he wants to kiss me goodnight?” 

“So what? It won’t be the first time for 
you.” 

“But he’s so—so—” I held my breath 
as I stood there, unseen by them, waiting 
for the words I knew coming. As 
usual, I expected the worst, but actually 
what she said I’d heard before so many 
times I was practically immune to any pain. 

“Frankly, he’s so darned unattractive!” 
Billie burst out. 

Harry slammed his glass down on the 
bar. “You glamor girls make me sick! Ifa 
guy doesn’t look like Billy Eckstine or 
Herb Jeffries, you turn up your noses. 
Willard’s a hell of a swell fellow, but would 
you give him a chance to show it? Oh, no!” 

didn’t wait to hear more. I backed 
away and circled the Billie’s face 
lighted up with a big smile when she saw 
me coming and I could have kicked in her 


were 


bar. 


beautiful teeth. But I just smiled and 
acted naturally. Inside, though, I was 


Billie must have decided to go 
through with it, because when we got to 
her place she hesitantly invited me up for 
a nightcap. When I declined the drink, 
her relief was so obvious I almost laughed. 

“Then I guess it’s good night,” she said, 


boiling. 
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turning on the charm. “I had a wonderful 
time, Willard.” She tilted her face back 
and closed her eyes. “I could really go for 
you, big boy,” Billie crooned, waiting for 
me to kiss her. 

For a tortured moment I stared at the 
long, fluttering eyelashes, the moist red 
lips, invitingly parted. What an actress! 
| thought cynically. I reached into my 
pocket and pulled out a couple of dollar 
hills. “I had a swell time, too,” I said. 
| wanted to insult her the worst way. I 
folded two one-dollar bills and tucked them 
into the neck of her gown. 

“Tt was worth every cent!” I grated. As 
she stood blinking and spluttering in help- 
less rage, I turned on my heel and left. 

From then on, I had no illusions about 
being liked for myself alone. People ap- 
preciated you only when you could do 
something for them or give them some- 
thing, I decided. I didn’t hold it against 
Harry for trying to cinch the job he wanted 
by playing a trick on me. But there was 
many a night he must have regretted his 
promotion. I worked his socks off. But 
he stuck it out and we made money. Yet, 
I wasn’t satisfied. I dreamed up a scheme 
for supplying hot dishes to small drug 
store fountains that had no facilities for a 
steam table or an oven for cooking. I 
launched a new business, delivering com- 
plete menus to my customers, and Harry 
was my foreman. During the war, we 
branched out and added a new feature. 
We delivered hot lunches to war workers 
in a couple of local plants. 

Then, Harry was drafted and our money- 
making team was broken up for good. We 
had never been really close friends, but I 
missed the guy. 

\leanwhile. of course, there were women 
n my life—a rapid succession of them. 
I went out with them just for the reverse 
kick I got out of it. They'd try so hard not 
to show that they felt the same way about 
me that Billie had. But I could always 
spot that half-pitying attitude, as if they'd 
made up their minds to bear up under a 
They were beautiful, but 
They'd have had to go 
They wanted 


terrific strain. 
smooth and hard. 
some to be as hard as I was. 
ny loot and I was hep. I guess we both 
cot what we wanted. 

\ll the while, in the back of my mind, 
was a picture of the woman I’d get some 
day to dress up the fancy home Id built. 
She wouldn't be a slick chick, but real 
She’d be someone who'd fit in with 

other beautiful things I had 


I could afford her now. 


class. 
all the 
ac quired. 


| MET her, with Harry, of all people. 

He’d just gotten his discharge and 
lropped into my office to say hello. It was 
eood to see him again, but the girl he had 
vith him was so breathtakingly lovely I 
nly had eyes for her. She was young, 
ibout 17 or 18, and I knew right then and 
[ had to have her. I was like an art 
just come across a 


the re 


collector who has 


=A 


masterpiece. The price on the tag meant 
nothing. 

It didn’t take long to find out Lenora’s 
price. She had a kid sister with a rheu- 
matic heart; there was no hope for her. 
“I'd like her to live—really live—before 
she dies.” Lenora said with a soft despera- 
tion, the first night we went out together. 
That was my key to the fairest treasure in 
my whole collection, and I knew just how 
to use it. 

When Harry had introduced her to me. 
I'd taken it for granted that they were in 
love. Handsome Harry was just her type. 
She got starry-eyed when she mentioned 
his name. I didn’t rush Lenora. I just 
let her get a good taste of what real living 
was—fancy food in the best restaurants, 
trips into the country. a big Lincoln to ride 
around in. It was tempting enough to any 
girl who could keep her mind off my face. 
And Lenora was intelligent enough to do 
that. She was at a crossroads in her life, 
and young as she was, I was counting on 
her using that pretty little head. 

I let things move on their own. and a 
month after we'd met, Lenora became my 
wife. I sent her sister up to Mayo Broth- 
ers’ clinic, but there was nothing that could 
be done for her. Lenora did have the 
satisfaction of knowing that the last six 
weeks of Linda’s life were her happiest. 

My part of the bargain had been kept. 
It had been a strange, but very open and 
above-board agreement. Neither of us had 
tried to hide anything. “I’m in love with 
Harry. Mr. Sampson.” Lenora had said 
quite frankly. 

“You'll get over it.” I told her. 
overrated, 


“This 
romance business is anyway. 
Just a lot of propaganda to keep the 
squares satisfied. It’s the guys like me 
who get somewhere in this dog-eat-dog 
world. And don’t forget.” I added signifi- 
cantly, “Linda will get the best care money 
can buy.” 

We had been sitting in the living room 
of my house and I kept thinking how per- 
fectly she fitted in with the expensive fur- 
nishings I prized so much. “There are only 
two conditions.” I added, then checked my- 
self. No need to be afraid she wouldn't 
play it straight. “One condition,” I cor- 
rected myself. “I want a son.” I had antici- 
pated her question. “If the first kid isn’t a 
boy, the second one will be!” I said con- 
fidently. 

Lenora looked at me with a faint smile 
on her lips. “Yes. I believe you could make 
even that happen.” she said. and at that 
moment I believed it too. “All right. Mr. 
Sampson.” she announced quietly. “It’s a 
bargain.” 

I got up and took the slim hand she held 
out to me. then dropped it at the electric 
touch of her fingers. Savagely I forced 
down the emotion that began to rise. There 


was no point in letting myself get ideas 
and getting slapped down again. That 


once with Billie was one time too many. 
That’s the way Lenora and I decided to 
get married. She took to my way of life like 





a duck to water. She had class, all right, 
and a feeling for the right thing at the right 
time. She didn’t lose her head, as mog 
young girls would have done, going hog. 
wild at the thought of money and clothe 
galore. I was always Mr. Sampson to her 
and she never tried to pretend that ours 
was anything but a business arrangement 
Now and then I'd catch her watching mm 
with a puzzled expression in her eyes, | 
could never figure whether she just couldn’ 
believe her luck or was wondering how , 
hig mug like me could be so loaded with 
dough. 

Once in a while I'd entertain the men] 
did business with and Lenora really py 
on a show for them and their wives. The 
party would go off without a hitch. My 
wife was so lovely and on the ball among 
those older society women I'd fairly burs 
with pride: Anyone seeing the tender way 
she looked at me would have thought she 
was head over heels in love with me. | 
was a good act. 

The night I put over the deal to get my. 
self a piece of the Peerless Products firm, 
Lenora almost floored me after the man | 
had bought out left. “You were wonderfu! 
tonight!” she told me, her eyes shining. 
“Why you had him eating out of your hand, 
I was awfully proud of you, Willard.” 

The way she said my name sent a crazy 
sensation rippling through me like a pond 
disturbed by a pebble. I turned away 
abruptly and left the room. I had to cool 
off. Being part of Peerless Products meant 
I had to spend a lot of time contacting our 
home salesmen in other cities. Away from 
home, I had a chance to fight against the 
thing I'd always said never existed—love. 
Yes, I'd fallen for Lenora and it wasn’t the 
same as the silly dreams I'd had about 
Billie. It was the real thing, and for the 
first time in my life I was up against some- 
thing that couldn’t be settled with money 
or sheer bullheaded strength. the way I'd 
always solved problems. For one weak 
instant, I had the impossible hope that she 
might learn to love me, but deep down in- 
side I knew the odds were a million to one 
against it. One look at that mug of mine 
convinced me of that. Remembering those 
rare nights with Lenora soft, sweet and 
maddeningly desirable in my arms, I real- 
ized how hopeless it was to expect 4 
miracle. She had borne that part of the 
bargain in silence, dutifully submitting to 
my embraces. 

Our son was born while I was out of town 
and when I rushed back to the hospital ! 
was sick with worry. Seeing Lenora, weak 
and limp on the bed, her dark hair spilling 
over the pillow, made me curse my own 
selfishness in making such an insane bat 
gain in the first place. I took her hand in 
mine. felt the weak pressure of her fingers 
and wanted to cry. 

“Rugged. hunh?” I mumbled. 

She shook her head. “I made it.” Her 
voice was faint. “Aren’t you going to kiss 
me, Willard?” 

I just stared, unable to believe my eats. 
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“ft’s a custom all new fathers observe,” 
she explained. 

I bent down and her cheek was smooth 
and cool to my lips. Then I went out to see 
the baby. My chest doubled in size when 
the nurse behind the big show window 
picked up a squirming bundle and pointed 
to me. He was a beautiful baby, a rich 
golden brown and well-formed. Not a bit 
like his old man! I thought happily. 

Strangely enough, Lenora insisted on 
having another kid, even though I would 
never have asked her to even if the first 
one had been a girl. I couldn’t bear the 
thought of her going through that agony 
again. I dreaded the possibility of losing 
her. 

But how can you lose something you 
never had? It was just a question of time 
now before Lenora walked out of my life 
forever. Harry, who had accepted a job in 
another city after we married, drifted back 
intotown. After five years, he was still the 
say, handsome heartbreaker he’d always 
been, Without someone to drive him, he 
was no better off than he had been when 
he worked for me. I envied his charm, 
his gay laugh and confidence the night he 
dropped by the house. I couldn’t forget 
what Lenora had told me that night long 
ago, “I love Harry,” she’d said. Only a 
fool would think her love for him had died. 

Now, at last, it all came out into the open 
and Lenora was asking for her freedom. 
I knew I didn’t have a leg to stand on. 
I had tried to strike back at her with 
threats the night she told me. but holding 
the kids over her head was an empty ges- 
ture. Whether she went or stayed, I had 
lost her. Only, how can you lose something 
you never had? 


| TURNED away from my hated reflec- 
tion in the 
things into my bag. 


mirror and tossed some 
Then I wrote a note 
for Lenora, sweating over it because I 
wanted to say the right words and putting 
thoughts down on paper was not my racket. 
I told her I'd decided not to stand in her 
way. She could have her divorce—and 
Harry Gilbert—and we’d share the chil- 
dren. Then I left. 

I traveled hundreds of miles those next 
few weeks, but not on business. I moved 
around in a deadened alcoholic haze, not 
daring for one second to stop and think 
about Lenora. One night, leaving a side 
street bar, I was jumped by two muggers. 
Evidently they’d seen my wallet while I 
was inside and waited outside to roll me for 
it Drunk as I was, I managed to put one 
of them out of commission, but his partner 
swung a beer bottle just as I went for him. 
That’s all I remember. 

When I came to, I was in a hospital. 
My face felt as if it had been dipped in 
concrete and allowed to harden. The band- 
age on my face was like a gauze mask, 
with just slits for my eyes and nose and 
mouth. The doctor came in and nodded in 
answer to the question in my eyes. “You 


caught that bottle full in the face,” he 
said gravely. 

I tried to say something. but moving my 
lips was such a painful effort I had to listen 
to him talk without interruption. The 
hospital had patched me up and saved my 
life, he said, but one big thought seared 
my brain—if I was ugly before, my God, 
what would I look like now after getting 
a massage with broken glass! 

“Your wife is here,” the doctor said. and 
my heart hit rock bottom. Why the hell 
had they sent for her? I thought furiously, 
but only an agonized groan came out of my 
half-paralyzed mouth. “I know what you’re 
thinking.” the doctor continued, “And I’m 
not going to kid you and say you look like 
Gable— the maybe. 
Your wife loves you—” 

But she doesn’t! I tried to shout, shak- 
ing my head furiously. I guess he didn’t 
get it. 

“She married you for better or worse,” 
“A woman’s love isn’t affected 


except around ears, 


he went on. 
by—by accidents like this.” 

What do you know about it? I thought 
bitterly. 

“Look at it this way. Mr. Sampson.” 
He pulled up a chair and sat down. “Sup- 
pose you'd broken your leg. or developed 
a bad case of pneumonia. Would your 
wife love you any less? Or suppose she 
lost her sight—or hearing? Would you 
feel the same about her or not?” 

What a question! Id love Lenora if 
she looked like—like what? Wasn’t it her 
beauty that had caught my eye and won 
my heart? But something could rob her 
of that beauty. How would I feel then? 
Right then, I made a surprising discovery. 
My love for Lenora was more than skin 
deep. I loved the proud way she carried 
her head, the courage she’d shown in put- 
ting up with my quirks and moods, her 
tender. handling of the kids. I 
loved her, not just her face. 

The doctor was still talking. “All of us 
have some handicap or defect we think 
makes us inferior. I guess there isn’t a per- 


loving 


son living who hasn’t wished one time or 
another that something about him were dif- 
ferent. But it’s all in the mind. Some- 
times the person will try to hide his feeling 
of envy or inferiority by becoming overly 
aggressive or developing some other means 
of compensating for what he thinks makes 
him less worthy than people around him.” 

The doctor left and a minute later, look- 
ing up, I saw Lenora standing at the foot of 
the bed. She looked sweeter and more de- 
sirable than ever. 
sion in her eyes I couldn’t quite make out. 


There was an expres- 


If it was pity, then I wanted none of it. 
“Why'd you have to come here?” I de- 
manded, pain streaking through my face 
with word. “You got what you 
wanted.” 
“Have I?” she asked, unsmilingly. 
“Sure. Go ahead. You and the pretty 


boy get together? Or did you come here 


every 


to see what this mug of mine looks like 
after going through a meat grinder?” 
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She came so close to me I could reach 
out and touch her. Only I didn’t dare. 
\s it was. all the years of loneliness loomed 
up before me and I was afraid I'd blow my 
top. My face was killing me and I had 
to shut up. * 

“I’ve got a chance to say something with- 
out having you talk back,” Lenora said de- 
terminedly, “And I’m going to take ad- 
vantage of it. When I first met you I 
knew something was eating you up inside. 
I didn’t know what it was then.” 

[ snorted in disbelief. “That’s true, Wil- 
lard.” she insisted. “Only later did I find 
out what it was. I wanted to help you, 
only I could never get close to you.” Her 
voice softened. “I love you, darling.” 

“You're crazy,” I burst out, and there 
was a lump as big as an egg in my throat. 
“Me, with this ugly mug?” 

Lenora’s fingers brushed across the stiff 


“Did 


bandages and I saw her lips quiver. 


you ever stop to think I might have my 
own standards of what is or isn’t attractive? 
A real woman loves a man for what he is. 
Even when you tried to hurt me with words. 
I knew that you weren’t really like that 
inside.” 

She leaned over and her eyes burned into 
mine. “You know what I think? You've 
always been a lonely little boy, whistling 
in the dark. But you whistled so loud, you 
couldn’t hear my heart—or your own.” 

“What about Harry?” I asked. My voice 
was a dry sob. 

Lenora smiled tenderly. 
the wrong thing to make you see—to make 
you grow up. I tried to make you jealous.” 

I saw that the look in her misty eyes 
was not pity, but love—love that was no 
longer afraid of being rejected. I knew 
that everything was going to be more than 


THE END 


“T guess I tried 


all right. 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 7) 


risen even higher in his profession. He 
came to New York to play the Paramount 
[heater and I was looking forward to see- 
ing him again. 

Jordan came to the Zanzibar one night 
looking for four dancing girls for his show. 
He looked over the line and picked out two. 
I was one of the two and, believe me, I 
was thrilled. 

“Fancy meeting you again this way,” 
Louis mumbled. I laughed. I enjoyed 
working with Louis for the three weeks of 
the Paramount engagement, but was un- 
happy when the job ended and the Jordan 
band left town. I was really beginning to 
like the guy. 

Later that year Louis returned to New 
York for a three-month stay at the Zanzi- 
bar and we saw a lot of each other. At 
the end of the Zanzibar engagement I de- 
cided to leave show business. 

For seven years Louis and I have been 
close friends. Both of us knew that mar- 
riage was inevitable but weren't sure when 
t would come about. It happened sud- 
denly in Providence, R. I., last Nov. 14. 
Louis was playing an engagement at the 
Celebrity Club there. One day we were 
walking along the street on our way to 
lunch when Louis got an idea. “This looks 
like a good town to get married in,” he 
said, “Let’s get married here, baby.” Just 
like that! 

[ was flabbergasted. I had expected 
Louis to get around to popping the ques- 
tion, but never that way. I was completely 
bowled over. 

I didn’t ponder the question very long. 

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s do it here.” 

We were married by Judge William Mc- 
in his chambers. 


Soley It was a simple 


ceremony but it made us both very happy. 
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Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 10) 


prove that they are baseless. When you 
apply for a job, anti-Negro hearsay is often 
held against you. 

Knowing how unfair it is to be accused 
without a trial or a chance to defend your- 
self, you should be especially careful how 
you spread rumors about other races and 
other people, regardless of race. You. of 
all people, should know how difficult it is 
to fight a whisper or an innuendo, to break 
down ominous silences. 

Leave the gossip to the gossip columnist 
and publicists whose job it is to cook up 
the tall ones. At least there is a little thing 
called libel which protects their victims, to 
a certain extent, against untruths. 

Remember during the last war when 
“loose talk” endangered the safety of our 
country? It produced an_ oft-repeated 
slogan: “A slip of the lip can sink a ship.” 
It can also ruin a character, soil a good 
reputation. 

If you must say something about some- 
body (and if you are a female, you must) 
say something nice. Say Willie Mae has a 
pretty face. Say that Ruby is an excellent 
skater. And if you must repeat, repeat 
something good, like: “I heard that Dorine 
was very fond of her step-mother.” 

If you can think of nothing nice and 
can repeat nothing good. button your lip. 
sister. Don’t say anything. This policy 
not only keeps you out of trouble and saves 
you from gaining the reputation of being 
a rumor-monger. but your friends will get 
the idea that you know a lot you aren't 
telling. They will think that you are a 
smart chick. They will also have a new 
respect for you and will want to confide. 

“That Mary Jane,” they will whisper. 
“She’s no blabber mouth. You can trust 
her.” And they will tell their friends, “I 
heard that Mary Jane is one gal who can 
keep a secret. Girl, you sure can count 
upon her!” 


Old 
Loves 
Never 
Die 
(Continued from Page 21) 


good education I should be able to fill up 
my time with something besides bridge 
and matinees. There was plenty of free 
time stretching out ahead of me because 
Ken didn’t want any children. That was 
the one blot on our marriage. Some day 
that might be remedied. I lived in that 
hope. But in the meantime I needed some. 
thing to crowd it out of my mind. 

That was why I started clerking at the 
Avenue Wax Works, the biggest record 
shop in Detroit. It was a pleasant job 
because I liked all sorts of music from 
“Chopsticks” to Chopin. Day after day | 
enjoyed helping people round out their 
collections of progressive jazz or bebop, 
watching teen-agers try out a record by 
dancing to it instead of listening. talking 
with the name musicians in town for night 
club or theatre bookings as they dropped 
in to see how their latest recordings were 
moving. 

One of my biggest thrills was in playing 
Roy Clinton’s records. They were coming 
out at the top of the sales sheet every week, 
each one better than the last. I had known 
Roy several years before. We'd been class. 
mates at State and as I remembered it, we 
had had lots of fun. As I listened to the 
records with his sweet saxophone singing 
in that strange sultry style, I remembered 
Roy pleasantly. 

I took some of his records home one 
evening and Ken and I played them after 
dinner. I told Ken how Roy and I used 
to go for hikes together and how he'd 
marked my 19th birthday by serenading 
me with a saxophone version of Happ) 
Birthday beneath my dormitory window. 
He’d been put on probation for a month 
afterwards! It was fun talking about him 
because Roy was a part of the harmless 
past. Ken was my present, my future. 

The night Ken told me Roy was coming 
to town I didn’t even catch my breath. Roy 
was in my way of thinking just “an old 
friend.” He was fronting a whale of a 
band now and Ken and I and some of our 
friends would certainly have to take in his 
show at the Onyx Room. 

I shouldn’t have been surprised then, 
when Roy walked into the record shop 
several days later. I wasn’t surprised | 
guess, for all the big names came in soonet 
or later. But I was amazed for Roy wasn! 
the fellow I had known, the school kid ! 
remembered. He came down the street 
flanked by tag-along autograph-crazy kids 
and they swirled into the store in a burst 
of noise. I stared. I couldn’t believe my 
eyes. 

I remembered Roy as a sort of gawky 
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fellow with arms hanging out of a leather 
jacket and crepe bottom shoes giving him 

a “Joe College” bounce. But here he was 
Rasocably tailored, not in the traditional 
manner of the cafe society entertainer, but 
in a conservative banker’s gray suit and a 
navy blue cashmere coat. He wore no hat. 
He never had, I remembered. He 
huskier and the boyishness had become 
manliness in an odd way that still left the 
twinkle in his eyes and the softness in his 
smile. 

He was having a wonderful time with the 
teensters eddying around him. Finally he 
walked over to the counter and leaned 
against it, his back to me. Over his shoul- 
der he said: 

“Well, if they 
have to pay for such appreciation by set- 
ting up a round on the bar, but this way— 
give “em all a record on the house. A Roy 
Clinton record, of course!” And he turned 
around to confirm the order. 

Time didn’t stand still when our eyes 
met. It went careening back through the 
His mouth dropped open and he 
“Sugar, Brown Sugar, it’s 


And in Detroit of 


was 


were night club age, Id 


years. 
leaned forward. 
you after all this time. 
all places!” 


Mechanically I wrapped packages for 


the gibbering youngsters whose hands 
grabbed for the free records. When Roy 
shooed’ them out of the store. they went 


like little lambs. I never would have had 
such good behaviour from them but they 
were awed by the presence of their current 
musical hero. 

With the kids out of the shop, the music 
on the turntable again came to the fore. 
It was Roy’s recording of That Old Feel- 
ing, and we both laughed easily. We talked 
first about Roy. he’d back to 
music school after coming out of the army 
and had gambled his GI savings on his 
current band and won. And as he talked. 


how gone 


I began to remember some of how much 
Roy had at one time meant to me. How 


he had thrilled the school crowd as he 
played with the Collegians, how he kissed 
me one night after a dance that he couldn't 
take me to because he had to play in the 
orchestra. He had never taken his eyes off 
me as I danced through the throng, with 
first one of his fraternity brothers and then 
another, 


OY’S VOICE dropped, 
Sugar, after I heard you’d jumped 
over the broomstick.” 
I was surprised. “How did you know I 
was married, :” 


“T got married, 


Roy? 
“The papers, and lots of people who 
knew how crazy we were about each other 
in school. They couldn’t understand why 
it wasn’t you and me.’ 

“I would have sent you an invitation, 
Roy,” “but really I 
didn’t know where you were. We sort of 
lost track of each other after you got out 
of the army, you know.” 

“That’s right, Sugar, and absence does 
make the heart grow fonder. So 


stammered lamely, 


how’s 


Does he beat you regularly 
you're 


your husband. 
and lock you in 
bad?” 

We laughed, Roy and I. 
very happy I was with Ken. 

“And wife, 
countered. 

He lowered his eyes and his long lashes 
fell softly 
above his high cheek bones, 


the closet when 


I told him how 


your what’s she like?” I 


against the smooth brown skin 
his entire sen- 


sitive face a picture of unhappiness. Then 
he looked up again and said evenly: 
“It isn’t working out at all. Sugar. 


Well. she looks a lot 
a slick dresser. But 
She’s a 


What’s Vivian like? 
like you—little, cute. 
that’s where the similarity ends. 
hellion. I know now she 
the sake of being Mrs. Clinton. whatever 
honor that might be. She likes being the 
center of attraction and she likes the Clin- 
That’s a laugh isn’t it. Sugar?” 

His voice trailed off and he added softly 
“To think, I talk 
you and me once because I was so broke.” 


He looked a long 


married me for 


ton cash. 
wouldn't marriage for 


His eyes were sad. 


moment at me and then he checked his 
own mood. “But that’s life, Sugar, I’m 
glad you’re happy. Id like to meet your 


other half.” 

I nodded and mumbled a half-invitation 
but Roy didn’t hear me. He was still talk- 
ing. 

“Vivian’s suing me for a divorce, Sugar. 
I probably won't have a wife when I get 
back home.” 


Someone came into the shop. 
“How much do I owe you, Estella?” My 
real name sounded odd on Roy’s lips. He’d 


“Sugar” be- 
been Cane. 
because he 


never called me anything but 
cause my maiden name had 
He called me “Brown Eyes’ 
used to say my face was all eyes and grin. 
“Estella.” the name I heard every day, 
sounded foreign coming from him. I added 
up the record sales stiffly. 

“$5.85, Roy.” 

He flipped a bill down on the counter 
“See, if buys the darn 
records, I give 

I rang up the bill and smiled as I gave 


and said: nobody 


"em away.” 

Someone was asking for 
baby and Roy walked out 
forehead in a 


Roy his change 
lullaby for a 
of the shop, touching his 
mock military salute. 
But the harm had been done. Even if I 
seen Roy after that, the harm 
In off moments during the 


I remembered how 


had never 
had been done. 
rest of the afternoon. 
it had been between me and Roy. 

Roy and I had met when we were both 
freshmen at State. The upper-classmen 
had demanded an impromptu exhibition of 
I found myself pushed 

The duet 
hissed and 


our motley talents. 
forward as a singer with Roy. 
was terrible. We were booed, 
I was near tears as we were rushed off the 
stage. Roy took my hand and said: “Sugar, 
you’ve got guts. That’s what counts.” 

He took me to my first football 
and he was my first caller at the dormitory. 
freshman year he wasn’t the 
but the second year we were 


game 


During our 
only caller, 
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a steady twosome. Even though Roy didn’t 
have a lot of money and there were so 
many things we couldn’t go to together, we 
managed to have many moments of the 
kind of happiness that comes when two 
people have each other on their minds all 


the time. 

Because he was a scholarship student 
sponsored by one of the big fraternities, 
Roy did “cross the burning sands.” The 
night I was chosen “sweetheart” of his 
fraternity. he didn’t play with the band, 
and although everyone was complaining 
that the music was lousy without him, it 
was a wonderful night for us. He put his 
frat pin on my formal and I cherished it. 
But I cherished more the long walks we 
took. 

I was a biology major and loved the 
out-of-doors. A group of the girls would 
leave the dormitory together to be joined 
en route by several of the fellows and we 
made an otherwise routine “bug hunt” or 
“bird walk” a social event as well as a 
required assignment. 

Roy was never as serious with me as I 
was with him. When he kissed me now 
and then he always ended a turbulent mo- 
ment of passion with something corny like 
“Come on, Sleeping Beauty, open up your 
eyes. This ain’t Prince Charming.” 

That’s how he had been until the middle 
of the second term when my Dad died. I 
lived almost 200 miles from school.  AlI- 
though Roy was broke and having a hard 
time buying even his meal tickets, he was 
there for Dad’s funeral. It was his shoul- 
der I cried on when I couldn’t burden Mom 
with my overwhelming grief any longer. I 
stayed on a couple of weeks and then I 
returned to school, knowing that when the 
term ended my college career would too. 
\lom needed me at home. I'd have to get 
a job. 

We never talked about it but the rela- 
tionship changed between me and Roy. It 
We spent long 
Sometimes I'd 
col- 


was sweeter and dearer. 

silent hours in the library. 
sit behind the band stand during the 
lege proms and know that every song was 
dedicated to me. Missing the dancing was 
nearly as important as the glances of un- 
derstanding that Roy and I exchanged, and 
the precious intermission moments when 
we talked about everything and nothing. 

How had I forgotten all of this? 

The night before school closed, Roy and_ 
[ went to the show downtown. We took a 
long time walking back, lagging far behind 
the others. 

“May I come to see you this summer, 
Sugar?” 

“Please come, Roy. I’m going to be very 
lonely without you.” For a moment I 
thought he was going to clown it up, but 
he didn’t. 

“Tll never be happy away from you, 
Brown Sugar,” he told me, looking up at 
me, dim shadows in his thin cheeks. “I 
I want to marry you 
He shoved his hands 
“T don’t have 


want to marry you. 
now, but I can’t.” 
in his pockets and went on. 


oO 
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anything to give you and I don’t even have 
the right to ask you to marry me. But I 
will, Sugar, I will!” 

Roy talked about his dreams of finishing 
his major in music, of having his own 
band. As he held me close at the dor- 
mitory door, he promised: “I'll dress you 
in satin and mink one day. baby. I'll give 
you your first orchid.” 

I kissed Roy and murmured, “Money 
isn’t everything.” 

The next morning he put me on the 
train. Amid the sad goodbyes from class- 
mates who realized I wouldn’t be coming 
back, he kissed me. His hand lightly 
touched his fraternity pin on my dress and 
he whispered: 

“You’re mine, Sugar. Remember that.” 

Roy did come to see me that summer on 
short visits snatched in the middle of the 
week on slack days at the summer resort 
upstate where he was waiting table trying 
to get his tuition together for September. 
I was working on the playgrounds and he 
would spend the whole day with me, play- 
ing with the kids, organizing games, play- 
ing ball with the older fellows. Nights 
we’d sit on the porch at my house, close 
together and talk about our future. 

In August Roy came down unexpectedly 
on a Saturday. 

“Roy! What are you doing here now? 
Isn’t this your rush season? And a Satur- 
day at that!” I exclaimed astonished, but 
nevertheless glad to see him. 

“We’re going to have a riotous week, 
Sugar. We’ve got three hundred dollars 
and we're going to spend every penny of 
it.” 

My eyes widened. “Have you gone 
crazy, Roy? That’s your tuition money!” 

His sober face told me what had hap- 
pened before his words did. 

“Tt’s the Army. Sugar. Old Uncle wants 
me.” 

“When?” I asked, wetting my dry lips. 

“The middle of next month.” 

“Let’s get married, Roy. Let’s get mar- 
ried right away,” I begged. I threw my 
arms around him as he stood there on the 
porch, and he pulled me to him. 

He shook his head sadly and said: “I’ve 
got nothing to offer you, not even a future 
with me, Sugar. We've got this week. Let’s 
take it.” We clung together unable to let 
each other go. 

That was a swift week. Roy and I were 
We talked fast to keep from 
We danced. We drank 


When we were 


not ourselves. 
thinking slowly. 
a lot. we laughed loudly. 
alone, I was in Roy’s arms and told him I 
wanted to be his wife. I told him over and 
over again it would the waiting 
But he stopped my words with 


make 
easier. 
kisses. 

Then it was time for him to leave for his 
home in Seattle where he was visiting his 
family before heading for camp. His last 
words as he headed for the plane were: “I 
told you you had guts the first time I saw 
you, Sugar, now prove it!” 

Somehow the words didn’t register with 





me the way Roy intended them to. I know 
now that his was a simple, direct love, by 
then I told myself that Roy didn’t really 
love me. I was ashamed at having begged 
him to marry me, hurt that he’d refused, 
It was just a campus romance I decided, 
and I should have let it go at that. 

When he called from Seattle to let his 
mother talk with me before he left for 
camp, I was almost cool and I hated my. 
self for the pain my coolness brought int 
his voice. 

Roy, worried and loving, told me to gp 
out with other fellows, not to be too cop. 
cerned about him. 


ig WAS not until three years later that | 

saw Roy and in three years an unstable 
girl can do a lot of forgetting. First | 
found myself blaming my new job at the 
drugstore for my being too busy to answer 
Roy’s long letters. His letters were filled 
with longing and talk of tomorrow. Then 
when they became less frequent, I rational. 
ized that his ardour had cooled. Whey 
Roy went overseas, he sent me a record, 
one side talking, one side playing his say, 
I wrote him a long letter full of hope and 
anticipation because I thought it was my 
duty to a soldier going into battle. 

I dated other fellows and found I wa 
not an unpopular girl. And Roy became 
just an ex-boy friend. It was a distinct 
shock when he stood before me again, stil] 
in his uniform wearing lieutenant bars and 
now on his terminal leave. Three years’ 
a long time for a girl and a boy to be sep 
arated. I was on the defensive for not 
having written enough, for not having re 
mained his girl in my own mind. Roy was 
anxious to bridge the years and to begin 
the future. There was no way we could 
strike up a conversation for more than a 
moment or so. We were strained and then 
the situation began to get the better of me 
and I became flippant and brittle. 

Finally Roy stopped trying and said, 
“What’s happened to you and me, Sugar. 
What’s happened to us?” 

“Nothing’s happened, Roy, but that’ 
just it. It’s you and me. It’s not us.” 

“My letters didn’t mean anything to 
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you?” he asked. 

My silence hurt him worse than an} 
words I could have chosen. 

“Well. thanks for the buggy ride, Es 
tella. It’s been fun. I don’t blame you. 
But every cent I saved was for you.” He 
bit his lips. “I could ask you to be m 
wife now, but you were nice not to let me 
make a complete fool of myself.” Then he 
left. 

An hour later the florist delivered a 
orchid, a white orchid. It was a trembling 
bit of fragile beauty with a card that shook 
in my hand as I read it. “I never wel 
on a deal, Sugar. I promised you thi 
orchid but wasn’t I the dope hoping thé 
it would be in your bridal bouquet? Fa 
old times’ sake. From Roy.” 

I cried bitterly, cried tears of self-accust 
tion and shame. But Roy was gone. I for 
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any 


Es 
you. 
He 


gt him bit by bit. and then altogether 
{thought. until Ken came into my life. 

Kenneth had come to my hometown 
drugstore to learn the ropes from the man- 
ager during a nine-months training period. 
When that time was up. he was given a 
choice position in a Detroit pharmacy of 
He asked me to marry 
had 


the same chain. 
him. I had known he would. We 
heen a twosome since the first day in the 


drugstore. Our wedding was an inevitable 
eent. Folks just speculated when it would 
be. It was just like that, as pat as a 
sory book. 


Plodding. proper Ken and unpredictable 
me. Moms arranged the big wedding she 
always wanted me to have. In a flurry of 
rice and O Promise Me we left my home- 
town for Detroit. 

Things had been perfect with Ken and 
me for our four years of married life before 
Roy Clinton walked into the record shop 
that exciting morning. We had just about 
everything a young couple could desire to 
make our lives complete. At least that’s 
the way I felt. 

It’s significant that when Ken came into 
the apartment the evening of the day I'd 
seen Roy again. I examined him carefully 
and decided he was still handsome and 
appealing and that I still loved him. I had 
been upset by the chance meeting with 
Roy and now I was home safe with my 
wonderful husband. 

Dinner was as usual. Only, when Ken 
suggested that we go to the Onyx Room 
to hear Roy Clinton’s band. my pulse raced 
a bit. 

“Oh,” 
saw him today.” 
graph hounds. 

“Well, when are we going to take in the 
show?” Ken asked excitedly. 

“Maybe we won't.” I answered snappily. 
“After all I hear his all day.” 
Now why had I said that? 

After an obvious pause. Ken said: “Well, 
madame, you do display a lack of favorable 
enthusiasm.” 

His light remark helped lift the tension 
and the evening went on as usual. 

The next morning I watched the door of 
the record shop every time it opened. 
Record after record of Roy’s spun on the 
tun table. I was haunted. imagining I 
could hear him calling me But 
he didn’t come and I was relieved. 


I said casually. too casually. “I 


I told Ken about the auto- 


records 


“Sugar.” 


time relief arrived. I 
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When my lunch 
shrugged lightheartedly and decided I'd 
grab a sandwich and do some shopping 
downtown. I headed for the car stop and 
was just about to cross over to the safety 
zone when a station wagon slid to the curb. 
On the side there was a large sign “Roy 
Clinton and His Combo.” 
smiling into mine. 


Roy’s eyes were 
The door swung open 
and without having exchanged a word, 
there we were sitting side by side. 

“Lunch, Sugar?” 

I nodded 

“Where?” 


“ps ; 
I'm just going to get a hamburger and 


go shopping.” I said in a wild rush of 
words. 

Roy didn’t listen to me and a few min- 
utes later we leaving the car and 
entering one of the out-of-the-way secluded 
rendezvous where it was quiet and time 
stood still. 

Without consulting Roy 
He strode over to the juke box in 


Anything 


were 


me, ordered 
lunch. 
the deserted room and I teased: “ 
but Roy Clinton. please!” 

We laughed. The old naturalness was 
back with us and I hated it. We knew 
each other too well. We were both our- 
selves again. not like we had been the time 
he’d sent me the orchid. But it shouldn’t 
be like this. I was Ken’s wife now and I 
loved Ken. 

Roy didn’t sit down. 
and to the 
front of the juke box. 

“You brute.” I tried to be light-man- 
nered! “You tricked me! You played 
Clinton and his Combo anyway!” 

Roy’s voice was deep and hoarse. “I 
always wanted to know what it would be 
like to dance to my own music, holding 
you in my arms.” 

We danced on, 
The waitress came back into the room. 

She seemed not at all surprised to see 
As a matter of fact she seemed 


He took my hand 
little clearing in 


We danced. 


guided me 


Roy holding me closer. 


us dancing. 


not even to see us. We were in a world 
of our own. Roy stopped dancing and 
for a moment I thought he was going to 
kiss me. 


But he didn’t. It would have been better 
if he had for then I might have had the 


will power to say “no.” But after lunch 
when the old memories kept crowding 


back. I didn’t find strength enough to say 
“no.” Roy pulled me up into his arms 
and my kiss was as responsive as it had 
been years ago when I wasn’t a cheating 


wife. 
Suddenly Roy broke away from me. “I 
can’t do this te you. Sugar. You were 


happy in your new little world before I 
Twice we've met by accident. 
There 


came along. 
There can’t be another time, Sugar. 
won't be any more chance meetings.” 

I hushed Roy with a voice I hardly recog- 
my “I’m happy now, Roy, 
You'll be here only another few 


nized as own: 


with you. 


days. Let’s be happy together again for 
just this little while before we go our 
separate ways.” I put my arms around 


his neck and kissed him with all the feeling 


I had ever felt for him. 


For two weeks Roy was booked at the 
Onyx Room, and each day lunch with him 
was the high spot of my day. Once I 


played sick and didn’t come to work, but 
I was there and Roy and I 
were than The odd thing 
about our association was that in no way 
did it affect my regard for Ken. At least, 
that’s what I told myself. Ken and I were 
still man and wife. It was as if he were 
part of my home and Roy were part of the 
dis- 


the next day 


closer ever. 


record shop. I lived in two worlds, 


tinctly separate and I began to admit to 
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myself that I loved two men simultane- 
ously. 

Then Ken started working the noon-to- 
midnight shift at the drugstore. They were 
short of help and this meant Ken would 
have a chance to better himself if he 
filled in without complaining. 

“Oh, no!” I gasped when he told me, 
knowing what would happen with Ken 
away during the long evening. He in- 
terpreted my gasp as concern for him and 
explained how he was being watched with 
interest by the chain officials. 

“You go out to the show or bowling or 
something,” he suggested. “No sense in 
cramping your style.” 

“But you could come home for dinner, 
Ken.” I pleaded earnestly. 

“Nope, this is my big chance, Estella. 
Don’t act like a wife, now. It won’t be 
for long.” He grinned but I couldn’t 


smile. 


E OY’S BOOKING was extended another 

two weeks. At first I stayed home in 
the evening. One night Roy was on one 
of the local television shows and as I sat 
in the darkened room at home watching 
him, I couldn’t stand it any longer. I was 
waiting in the wings at the Onyx Club 
when he came out of the spotlight at the 
end of his first show. It was just like our 
college days and yet so different. During 
Roy’s intermission we went to his dressing 
room and talked. 

He asked where Ken was. I told him. 
There was no question he needed to ask 
after that. Seated side by side on the low 
couch we smoked. Roy teased me: “You’d 
have been kicked out of State for smoking.” 

“T only smoke when I’m trying to im- 
press somebody,” I teased back. He took 
my cigarette from between my lips and put 
it out in the ashtray. 

“You don’t have to impress me, Sugar,” 
he explained. “Remember me? I’m the 
guy you should have married.” He kissed 
me long and tenderly. The memories 
closed in. Only the signal for the begin- 
ning of his next stage appearance broke 
the spell. 

When he put me into a cab later, instead 
of being afraid he would kiss me, I was 
afraid he wouldn’t. I loved Roy and now I 
knew I had never stopped loving him. I 
wondered why I had played ostrich. 


! beat Ken home by only a few minutes, 


but I was in bed feigning sleep when he 
stumbled into our bedroom. I couldn’t 
face him. 

Roy would be here only a few more days, 
[ rationalized. My seeing him hurt noth- 
It was like reaching back and having 
a few more yesterdays. Ken need never 
He had all of the future. 

The next night I saw Roy again—and the 
following night. 

Then suddenly, our dream world fell 
down around our ears. Vivian’s divorce 
suit against Roy had come up in a Phila- 
delphia court and she had named me as 


ing. 


know. 
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corespondent! The papers were full of it 
before I knew anything at all. 

Roy hadn’t planned contesting the di- 
vorce, so he hadn’t even bothered to go 
back to Philly when he knew the trial was 
coming up. Vivian had named me as “the 
other woman” who had kept her marriage 
with Roy from succeeding. She gave color- 
ful testimony about how Roy had often 
mistakenly called her by my name, how 
he had told her that he married her only 
because she reminded him of me, how he 
made her wear the same cologne I had 
always worn. 

And there were 
smeared across front pages of the weekly 
papers all over the country. There were pic- 
tures taken of Roy and me dancing in our 
out-of-the-way luncheon spot. There was a 
picture of me at Roy’s side at the band- 
stand. Obviously, photographer, 
tipped off by Vivian’s private detectives, 
had snapped that one. There was a pic- 
ture of Vivian, too, legs crossed. She was 
swathed in mink and smiling. She did 
look like me. The caption said. “I might 
even sue her for alienation of affection.” 
And I was the “her” Vivian was refer- 
ring to. 

I was alone in the record shop when I 
read the papers. In a trance I got up to 
leave. I would have to close the shop 
and get away. What would this do to Ken, 
I thought wildly. Before I could get my 
coat on and get out, the door opened and 
Ken came in. 

I gasped as I saw Roy with him. 
faces were serious. Roy spoke first. 

“When they called me from Philly to 
tell me what Vivian had done, Stell, I went 
straight to Ken. This is awful. I told him 
that things aren’t what they seem and I’m 
flying out of here on the noon plane to 
His words were 


pictures — pictures 


some 


Their 


take the witness stand.” 
slow and difficult. “I will never forgive 
myself for this. It was all my fault. More 
than anything in the world I want you to 
be happy, and now I’ve spoiled it for you. 
But thanks for being kind to an old friend.” 

He turned to Ken, had not yet 
looked me in the face. “Go easy, man, she 
hasn’t done a thing.” 

Then he left. 

I opened my mouth to say I was sorry 
but the words wouldn’t come. Ken looked 
at me. It was a cold contemptuous look 
that I knew I deserved, but I was numb, 
not sorry. 

His words were cutting and 
“You’ve dragged my name into the mud 
and ruined me.” 

“T didn’t mean to, Ken.” 

“Why couldn’t you have been smart 
about this thing? I don’t care about the 
good-timing so much, but why did you have 
to advertise it to the whole world!” 

I stared at Ken. He wasn’t hurt. 
pride was hurt, that was all. 

I got my coat and walked past him into 
the cool brisk air. I learned later that he 
went to his lawyer the same afternoon and 


who 


cruel. 


His 





filed suit for a divorce I would neve 
contest. 

The next week the papers carried ap 
other headline story on the Philadelphiy 
scandal. And there was a picture of mp 
right on the front page. 

Vivian got her divorce and everything 
that Roy had but his saxophone. He cam» 
back to Detroit to try to patch things y 
between Ken and me but Ken wasn’t hay. 
ing any. 

When I was notified several months late 
that our divorce suit was on the cour 
docket, I was relieved. Ken came to ge 
me and in a puritanical, holier-than-tho, 
way told me he would “take me _ back” 
but I knew the years ahead would be {yl 
of my three weeks’ transgression, that he 
would never believe the truth about them, 
It was written all over Ken’s face that he 
would hold the whip hand. There was py 
love. no gentle touch for me and I was 
glad. His love for me was dead. I ha¢ 
killed it with one swift blow to his ego, 
What I did now was up to me. My con 
sideration for Ken was a thing of the paz, 

He got his divorce and again the weeklies 
had a brief holiday. Ken was painted a 
the poor cuckold, wronged by a wicked wife 
through flagrant “carryings-on.” His career 
hadn’t been damaged. He wasn’t that im 
portant. I knew Id leave town but I hadnt 
decided where I'd go. Maybe to Chicagy 
or New York where I could hold down 
job and maybe finish college. 

Then I had another caller. It was Roy, 
not as snappy as he had been when he had 
walked into the record shop. 

“T came to ask you to marry me, Sugar.” 
he said softly. 

But I was on the defensive again and | 
blew up. “You don’t have to marry me, 
Roy Clinton! I don’t want your sympathy 
or your pity or anything from you!” 

Roy smiled and drew me to him. “Now 
shut up, Sugar. I’ve talked to your mother. 
I asked her if it would be good taste to 
ask you now because I couldn’t wait ap- 
other second. She gave us her blessing.” 

His husky voice went on evenly. “I'm 
not offering you pity, baby, just my whole 
life and a heart that’s always been yours.” 

We were married the next week and we 
didn’t even bother to buy the papers to see 
what they said. We belonged together all 
along, Roy and I. It’s a shame Ken wa: 
the unsuspecting victim in our drifting 
apart. 

Some people still whisper about us, but 
Roy and I are very happy. He’s playing 
local engagements only out here in Cali- 
fornia because we’re buying a home. Next 
year instead of a mink coat, I’m having 4 
baby. So keep on buying those Clinton 
records and wish us luck. 

There are lots of people who don’t marty 
their first love. Most of this is good o 
bad luck, depending how you look at it 
But take it from me, old loves never die. 
They are like kegs of dynamite waiting ' 
blow up at the slightest spark. ©THE END 








Sece 
Han 


Ron 


“Hi 
incred 
She 
angril 
you t! 


downi 
for a | 
| 
about. 
| , 
| hea 
“But 
to be. 
A fe 
like t 
It wa: 
time 
make 
We di 
time 
steady 
to go 
farm, 
things 
for tl 
marry 
The 
dead 
unrea 
night. 
way, 
before 
“y, 
be he 
intenc 
The 
hearir 
every] 
Josie 
dresse 
was § 
could: 
The 
to Jak 
as us 
chain 
sporty 
bling 
house. 
“W 
bled. 
unless 
“To: 
“I-I 
I ask 
surpri 
“Su 
she sa 
ae | 1 


we're 





| 


Never 


ied an. 
delphi, 
of me 


rything 
© Came 
ngs Up 
thay. 


S later 
cour 
to see 
n-thoy 
back” 
full 
hat he 
them, 
hat he 
yas no 
I Was 
I had 
5 Ogo. 
y con: 
past. 
ek lies 
ed as 
1 wife 
areer 
it im- 
adn’ 
icag 
WN a 


Roy, 


had 
yar,” 
nd | 


athy 





Second 
Hand 


Romance 


(Continued from Page 34) 


asked 


“Him? <A friend of yours?” I 
incredulously. 

She drew herself up. Her eyes flashed 
angrily. “Yes, he’s a friend of mine! Do 
you think I’ve been sitting on my hands 
all the time you’ve been gone?” 

“Then it’s true?” I declared 
downing my drink and signalling the waiter 
for a refill. 

“| don’t know what 
about.” she said airily. 

“] mean the talk that’s going around. 
[heard it the minute I hit town.” I blazed. 
“But I did think you’d have sense enough 
to be sneaky even if you couldn’t be good.” 

A few more drinks and a few more cracks 
like that, and we were at it in earnest. 
It was just like the old days, except this 
time I wondered if we’d ever kiss and 
make up after all the harsh things we said. 
We did smooth things over—at least for the 
time being. My being home seemed to 
steady Josie a little. but she still wanted 
to go all the time. I was busy with the 
farm, putting into practice some of the 
things I'd learned at school, working hard 
for the day when I could ask Josie to 
marry me. 

There were lots of nights when I'd be 


bitterly, 


talking 


you're 


dead tired. I'd tell Josie she was being 
unreasonable, wanting to go out every 
night. Our quarrels always started that 


way, and each time we'd fight harder than 
before. 

“You and that farm!’ “Trl 
be here when you’re dead and gone. I 


* she’d storm. 


intend to get a little fun out of life. Roy!” 
The talk continued. I couldn’t help 


hearing it in such a small community where 
everybody knew everybody else’s business. 


Josie was seeing Julian, the slick, over- 
dressed fellow I'd spotted in the bar. She 
was going out with him nights when I 
couldn’t take her out. 

The night I heard about it, I drove over 
to Jake’s place to see her. Josie was out— 
as usual. I waited, sitting in the jeep, 


chain smoking to kill time. Finally a 
sporty convertible drove up and Josie, wob- 
bling a little, the 
house. I called to her. 

“Well, if it isn’t little Roysie!” 
bled. “Can't find time to leave the farm— 
unless it’s to spy on someone!” 

“Josie! That’s not true,” I said curtly. 
“I—I was waiting to talk to you.” Then 
I asked her about Julian, and her reply 
surprised me. 

“Sure, I’ve been going out with 
she said defiantly. “What of it?” 

“I won't have it!” I exploded. 
we're engaged!” 


got out and started for 


she mum- 


Julian,” 


“Why, 





The harshness left her face and she 
clung to me as if unseen hands were tear- 
ing at her. ” she murmured. 
and her voice trembled. temember what 
I told you about the things that happen 
to when you kiss me? Well, it’s the 
same with Julian. Only it’s stronger when 
I'm with him.” she whispered. “He makes 
me feel like a woman!” 

Eventually. I got over the shock of her 
frank words. and patched things up until 
the next night. 

That was the night of the carnival, and I 
made up my not to wait any 

I'd ask Josie to marry me right 
We'd had a gay. time that 
just like old times and when I held 
world seemed 


‘Roy—Roy! 


me 


had mind 
longer. 
then. 

night. 
her in my 
right again. 


carefree 


arms. the whole 


But the next day Josie was gone. She 
had run away with Julian. Jake told me 
sadly when I went by with the ring I'd 
bought in town. Slow-moving Roy had 
waited too long. I told myself as I sat on 
the stoop next to Jake. Pleasure-loving, 


high-strung Josie had gone off with the man 
who made her feel like a woman. 

It takes a guy a while to get over a blow 
like that—if he does. It bad 
enough knowing that Josie preferred some 
bigtown hep cat to a clumsy. tongued-tied 
farmer like but it was 10 times worse 
imagining her in his arms, freely taking 
sharing the 


ever was 


me. 
and returning his kisses. won- 
derful secret of love. I went into town. 
Joe’s Place. and got stinko. The liquor 
dulled the pain for that one night. The 
next day it was my head as well as my 
heart that throbbed with a dull. sickening 


to 


ache. 

“OU’D THINK the sweltering Texas sun 

would have burned the hate out of me, 
that my hard as the 
icy ground in the wintertime. But it wasn’t 
like that. Part of my brain and a chunk 
of my heart would always belong to Josie. 
My only time does 
have a way of deadening the sharpest pain. 


heart would freeze 


consolation was that 


And of course. there were other women to 
help me forget. women I couldn’t even 
remember the day after because no one 


could ever take the place of my true love. 

It seems I was the last to learn of Josie’s 
After the way I'd blown up 
dared men- 


homecoming. 


once or twice before. no one 
tion her to me. I no longer went over to 


Jake’s place and I think he understood how 
hard it'd be for me be around where 
memories of Josie would up. 
One day Mom came back from one of her 
visiting tours around the community with 
some news that gave me a jolt. She put 
away the basket she used to carry food and 
gifts to the the sick, then sat 
down beside me in the shade of the porch. 
back Mom an- 
straight across the 


be stirred 


poor and 


“Josie’s come home,” 


nounced, gazing out 
green fields. 
My heart took a crazy dip and I bit my 


lip. What How 


could this mean anything to me after what 


was wrong with me? 
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Josie had done? Yet, I was straining my 
ears to hear more. 

“She’s got a little girl,” Mom continued. 
“The sweetest child a body ever saw!” 

I cleared my throat. “What—what about 
her husband?” I asked 

“Oh, him!” Mom sniffed. “Seems it 
didn’t work out, so Josie left him. She 
always had a mind of her own, that girl!” 

I had to agree with that. Josie’s will- 
fulness had wrecked my future, and be- 
cause I had a streak of the same in me 
and my own male pride. I knew I could 
never go over to welcome her back to the 
Panhandle as Mom had just done. If I 
ever saw her again, it would strictly be an 
accident. Accidents do happen, although 
later, Mom maintained that Providence had 
taken a hand in things. : 

I was still shaky from my stupid per- 
formance at Joe’s Place when I drove into 
the farmyard. I went over to the watering 
trough and splashed cold water over my 
flushed face. There wasn’t a light burning 
in the house, which was strange because 
Mom never went to sleep until I was home. 
She’d never been able to break her habit 
of sitting up reading or sewing until she 
heard the door shut behind me, then the 
light in her room would go out and she’d 
softly call: “Goodnight, as I tipped 
past her door. 

I had a vague sense of uneasiness as I 
stood in the dark staring at the ominously 
silent house. I hurried inside and fumbled 
for the light switch. The sudden glare 
hurt my eyes, but I didn’t notice it. Mom 
lay in a twisted heap on the dining room 
floor. I picked her up in my arms and gen- 
tly laid her on her bed. Then, almost 
frantic with fear and desperation, I rushed 
to the phone. Automatically, I dialled a 
number and it wasn’t until I heard Jake’s 
drowsy voice that I realized what I’d done. 
I told him what had happened, then hung 
up and dialled Doc Winters. He told me 
to take it easy, that he’d be right over, and 
I guess his calm, quiet voice reassured me 
It seemed endless hours before 


son,” 


somewhat. 
I heard a car come roaring down the road. 
I ran out to meet it. It was Jake’s new 
Ford, but it wasn’t Jake who expertly 
swung up beside the house and braked to 
a halt. It was Josie. 

I stared at her stupidly. “Jake said I’d 
be of more help.” she explained, running 
up the steps. “He had to stay with Shir- 
ley!” 

Shirley—that 
Hers and Julian’s 
now for hate and hard feelings. 
by helplessly as she went about, 
and efficiently making Mom comfortable. 
Finally Doc Winters arrived and shooed 
both of us out of the bedroom. 

“Come on,” Josie ordered. “You look 
like you’d been dragged through a knot- 
hole. I think a hot cup of coffee would do 
us both good.” 

Numbly, I followed her into the kitchen 
and slumped into a chair, unable to tear 
my eyes away from her. As she brewed 


must be her daughter. 
But there was no time 
I stood 
silently 





the coffee and got down the cups and say, 
cers, I kept torturing myself. She used » 
do this for him, I kept thinking. I brushej 
my hand across my forehead, trying 
wipe away the thought. 

“Come on, drink it,” she said sternly 
placing a steaming cup before me. I sippej 
the strong brew and gradually my jangle 
nerves quieted down. I found myself study. 
ing Josie’s face. It was as pretty as ever 
except now there was a maturity thy 
hadn’t been there before. I saw shadoy 
in her eyes and I wondered whether he, 
husband had given her a hard time. Josie 
caught my eyes and gave me a slow smile 

“Well?” 

“IT want to thank you for—everything’ 
I stammered, flustered because she had 
caught me staring at her. 

“Just being neighborly,” she said, sound. 
ing for all the world like old Jake. She 
dropped her eyes and traced the pattem 
of the tablecloth with a fingernail. “Tr; 
been a long time, Roy,” she ventured 4 
last. 

“Yeah. Are you back for good?” 

She nodded. “For good, Roy.” 

“I—people missed you. Welcome back.” 

Her hand clasped my hand and a cold 
sweat nfade my skin clammy. “Thank 
you, Roy.” 

According to Doc, all Mom needed was 
plenty of rest and that meant someone had 
to be around the house while I was out 
working the crop. Mom told me that Josie 
had volunteered, but I insisted we should 
hire someone, even though it would knock 
our budget for a loop. Mom put her foot 
down. “I won’t have some strange woman 
fussing around my house!” she declared. 
“Besides, Josie’s got a way about her that's 
better than all the pills in Doc Winters 
bag.” 

Every day, just before I left, Josie would 
arrive to take care of things. We'd never 
have much to say to each other, and she'd 
leave the moment I got back. My dinner 
would always be on the table and every: 
thing in perfect order. Then, one day | 
got back early and found Mom hobbling 
painfully around the kitchen. 

“Mom! What are you doing out of bed?” 
I demanded, lifting her up and carrying 
her back to her room. 

“Josie didn’t come,” she explained. 

“I knew we should have 
How can you count on 
Josie.” 


I was furious. 
got someone else. 
someone like that scatter-brained 

Mom closed her eyes and didn’t say any: 
thing while I raved. Then she said quiet- 

“You love her. don’t you, Roy?” 

I merely glared at her, then turned and 
clumped out of the house. I cut across 4 
field, going nowhere in particular, letting 
the setting sun warm my back and feeling 
the loose, rich earth cushion my _ steps 
Could Mom be right? Was the hate I felt 
for Josie really a cover-up for a love that 
lingered despite what she had done to me? 
If so, I decided, I didn’t want it to be 


that way. I wanted no part of a two-timing 
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woman. and all of a sudden I wanted to 
hurt her. to watch her suffer. 

My angry footsteps carried me all the 
way to Jake’s place and I caught sight of 
Josie on the lawn. bent over a basket. She 
heard the dogs yapping a welcome to me 


and looked up. “I’m sorry, Roy.” she said. 
“| couldn't make it today. How’s your 
mother 2” 

“Well enough—no thanks to you.” I 
snapped. “I thought maybe you'd taken 
another trip to Fort Worth.” I saw her 


catch her lip between her white, even teeth 
and J got a cruel delight at her anguish. 
“After all. you ran out on one member of 
the family and I thought maybe it was get- 
ting to be a habit.” 

If Josie had reared up the way she used 
to. 'd have blown off some steam and let 
it go at that. But she acted so darn meek 
and humble, not at all like the old Josie. 

“I'm sorry.” she murmured softly. “But 
the baby took sick all of a sudden and | 
just jumped into the car and took her into 
town. I meant to call your mother, but 

Her eyes were begging me to understand. 
I guess being a mother had made some 
changes. But looked so small and 
helpless and sweet I pulled her to me and 
kissed her with a fierce passion that shook 
us both like a big wind sweeping across 
the plains of the Panhandle. Her hungry 
lips greedily accepted my kisses and my 
head reeled with desire. 

Then the spell was broken by a sharp 
cry from the wicker basket under a tree 
and Josie rushed over to it. Slowly, I fol- 
lowed her. I'd never seen the baby and in 
spite of my blind hatred of its father I was 
curious to see Josie’s child. She was Josie’s 


she 


all right. big brown eyes set wide in a 
heart-shaped face and a rich tumble of 
blue-black curls. She gurgled and cooed 


as I picked her up and cradled the squirm- 
ing softness in my arms. 


“Do you like her?” Josie asked anx- 
iously. 
“She’s beautiful—like her mother!” I 


said. 
marveled at the 
“Josie—it’s crazy for us to go on this way. 
I'm still in love with you and I guess I al- 
ways will be. I don’t know how things 
stand between you and your—the baby’s 
father, but I want to marry you if you're 
free.” 


I let the baby grab my thumb and 


strength of her grip. 


Josie’s eyes were wet and her mouth 
worked wordlessly for a moment. Then 
she said, slowly, clearly, “I’m free, Roy. 


You see—I was never married.” 

My strength drained out of me so sud- 
denly I was afraid I'd drop the baby. 1 
lowered the child into its basket and turned 
away. My 
tyes stung as if they'd caught a shovelful of 
sand. How much could a man take? There 
was no love, 


It was hard for me to breathe. 


no hate, nothing in me now 
except an emptiness as big as the whole 
state of Texas. 

I wandered out into the middle of the 
wide meadow and stood there rigid, fists 


clenched at my sides. Only the thrushes 
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place. The driver had recognized her and 
let her pay her fare without too many ques- 
tions. She had an old letter bearing her 
mother’s address and had made her way 
unaware that Anita Dorsey had 
moved out. I couldn’t figure out whether 
I resembled the little girl’s mother or 
whether Jean had been so young when her 
mother deserted her that she couldn’t re- 
member how her mother looked. Since the 
broken-hearted little child had made her 
adventurous trip to find her mother, I 
thought it best to try and find Mrs. Dorsey 
instead of getting in touch with her father. 
But there was nothing I could do until 
morning, so after making sure that Jean 
was sleeping soundly, I settled into the 
chair and dozed off. 

Jean was still sleeping when I awoke the 
next morning. I got Mrs. Dorsey’s phone 
number from the real estate agency and 
dialed it with a strange feeling that I was 
betraying the trustful child. She seemed 
so positive that I was her long lost mother 
that it would be cruel to shatter her illu- 
sions. Yet, in her present confused state, 
she needed a mother—her real mother. 

I heard a sleepy. slightly irritated voice 
drawl, “Yes, what is it?” 

“Mrs. Dorsey? This is Marva Cook. I’ve 
got the apartment you used to have.” 

“How nice,” she said sarcastically. “But 
you might have had the decency not to call 
in the middle of the night, Miss Cook!” 

“I’m terribly sorry if I disturbed you,” 
| apologized, stealing a glance at Jean to 
see if she had awakened. I lowered my 


here, 


voice. “This is very important—it’s about 
Jean. She’s here looking for you.” 
“Jean?” Her voice was sharp. “You 


mean my Jean? But that’s impossible! 
\ly daughter’s in Bedford with her father.” 
| explained what had happened. “You 
see. Mrs. Dorsey—Jean thinks I’m her 
mother.” 
There was a silence on the other end of 


the wire, then a trilling, high-pitched 
laugh. “Oh,no! That’s the funniest thing 
ever! Well, you just pack her straight 


back to her father, Miss Cook. Why, the 
very idea, letting a kid like that wander 
all over the country.” 

“I’m afraid it won’t be quite so simple, 
Mrs. Dorsey,” I countered. I told her how 
desperately Jean needed the reassurance of 
a mother’s love, and asked her to at least 
come over and see her daughter. 

Her voice grew impatient. “I’m sorry, 
but I see no point in starting something I 
can't finish. It was sweet of you to call, 
Miss Cook, but the only advice I can give 
you is to get in touch with Jim. I’m sure 
hell take her off your hands and repay 
you for your trouble. Goodbye.” 

There was a final click and I stared at 
the silent instrument in my hand as if try- 
ing to see through it to the woman I'd just 
talked with. What kind of cold heartless 
creature was she? How could anyone 
desert a sweet, loveable child like Jean, 
even if the father were a monster. From 
Jean’s glowing description of Jim Dorsey, 
he was certainly not that. 
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Reluctantly, I called Western Union and 
sent a wire to Jim Dorsey at Bedford, tell- 
ing him that his daughter was safe and 
where she was. She stirred slightly as I re- 
entered the room and I stood gazing down at 
her round, innocent face framed by the cov- 
erlet. Something tugged at my heartstrings 
as her big brown eyes fluttered open and a 
smile brightened her face. 

“Mommy!” she murmured ecstatically. 
She reached out and took my hand, then 
pressed it to her lips. “Oh. I’m so happy.” 
she cried. 

I fixed breakfast, listening to Jean’s care- 
free chattering and finding myself being 
drawn closer and closer to the motherless 
tot. It was silly, I chided myself; like 
picking up a stray kitten. getting attached 
to it, then having to relinquish it to its 
rightful owner. In a few hours. Jim Dor- 
sey would arrive and demand his runaway 
daughter and I'd never see her again. 

A phone call from Carl interrupted my 
musing. “‘She’s still here.” I told him in 
answer to his question. 

“Listen, Marva,” he warned. 


“Get rid 


of her. You'll only get into a lot of trou- 
ble. Why her father might have the cops 


out looking for kidnappers. for all you 
know.” 

“But she’s such a sweet child, Carl! And 
she actually believes that I’m her mother. 
I don’t know— it gives me sort of a funny 
feeling.” I laughed. “Here I’ve got a 
daughter and I’m not even married yet!” 

Carl cleared his throat. then said, “Look, 
honey, if you’re so anxious to have kids, 





well—” 

“Why, Carl, darling! Is this a propo- 
sal?” 

“Maybe. I haven't been able to get to 


first base any other way.” he said ruefully. 
“At any rate, this kid who's adopted you 
as her mother is cramping my style!” 

“Don’t worry, darling.” I laughed, 
thrilled by his somewhat left-handed pro- 
posal of marriage. “She’s going back home 
today.” 

“Great! I'll be by tonight!” 

Jean was staring at me earnestly when 
I turned away from the phone. “Are we 
really going back home today. Mommy?” 
she asked. 

“Well, your Daddy will be here soon,” 
I told her, trying not to sound evasive. 

“Then he can take both of us back!” 

I hesitated. I’d decided to wait until 
Mr. Dorsey came before trying to explain, 
yet the longer I let Jean go on with her 
mistaken idea, the harder it would be to 
set things right later on. “I'll tell you 
what,” I suggested, changing the subject 
abruptly. “How’d you like to go to the 
thovies? Take you across the hall to play 
with some nice children?” 

“You're not tired of me?” she asked 
warily. 

I dropped-to my knees and put my arms 
around her. “Oh, no, honey! Everything’s 
going to be all right, you just wait and see. 
You get all dressed up and go enjoy your- 
self. 





A short while later, I was alone in the 
apartment again. I had taken Jean over ty 


play with the Carter children across th, | 
hall. There was a girl who kept the Carte, | 


kids while their parents were at work, | 
knew that Jean wouldn’t be subjected 1 


any embarrassing questions. I stood at my | 


window, realizing that I was lonely fo, 
Jean already. Already, I had developed, 
possessive attitude toward her, and tha 
was bad. I had straightened up the apan. 
ment and was still in my housecoat whe 
the doorbell rang. A stranger stood at the 
door when I swung it open and he brushed 
past with scarcely a glance at me. 

“What kind of tricks are you up to noy. 
Anita?” he demanded. “I’m fed up 
with—” He stopped and stared at me jp 
open-mouthed astonishment. “What—who 
are you?” he asked. 

“You're Mr. Dorsey?” I asked. He nod. 
ded silently. I’m Marva Cook. Your 
daughter came here last night looking for 
Mrs. Dorsey.” 

“But—where is Anita? 
she all right?” 

“Won't you sit down?” I invited. “Maybe 
we'd better start at the beginning.” 

He sank onto the couch and his shoul. 
ders slumped wearily. “That’s a_ good 
idea. I’m sorry if I frightened you when 
I burst in here, Miss Cook, but I haven't 
slept a wink since Jeanie ran away.” 

I watched’ him as he fumbled with a 
pack of cigarettes. He was a tall, lanky 
man, much younger than I had imagined 
from Jean’s description. But his eyes, as 
dark and lustrous as those of his daughter. 
were full of the wisdom that comes from 
living—and loving—without fear. : 


And Jean? | 


He wa: 
handsome in a more rugged, interesting 
way than Carl and his square jaw indicated 
a man of purpose. His hands were big and 
strong. I noticed as he tore open the ciga- 
rette package, yet I caught myself imagin- 
ing the tenderness with which he might 
have fondled Jean all those years his wife 
was away. I held a match for his cigarette 
and began reeounting the events of the 
night before. “‘There’s only one thing, Mr. 
Dorsey.” I added. “I know it sounds crazy. 
but—well, Jean thinks I’m her mother.” 

His jaw dropped open. “Her mother!” 

“It’s been so long, I guess she’s for 
gotten what Mrs. Dorsey looks like. Any: 
way, I haven’t had the heart to—” 

“You haven’t told her?” he asked 
quickly. 

I shook my head. “I got in touch with 
her mother—I thought that if she came 
here—” 

His jaw clamped shut grimly. “She 
wouldn’t come,” he said bitterly. “Ne 
Anita. She’s too busy with—” He smilei 
suddenly. “Where is Jean now? I gue# 
I'd better take her off your hands, Mis 
Cook.” 

“Oh, she hasn’t been any trouble,” ! 
hastened to assure him. But if you'll for 
give me, taking her back home won't solve 
her problem.” 
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“I know. A child needs its mother,” he 


said solemnly. 
“This Mrs. 
about her.” 
He unfolded his lanky form and jammed 
his fists into his pockets. “You don’t have 
totell me about her,” he said sadly. “She’s 
the woman I hired to take care of Jeanie. 


Williams—Jean talks a lot 


She’s a shrew, a nagging old woman, and 
worst of all, a gossip. I’ve threatened to 
get rid of her for filling Jeanie’s head with 
al kinds of wild talk about her mother.’ 

He looked so unhappy pacing the floor, 
[couldn’t help wanting to soothe away his 
cares. “It’s bad Mrs. Dorsey 
couldn’t—” 

He whirled to face me, his eyes blazing. 
“Of course. everything Mrs. Williams and 
the others say about her is true!” His voice 
shook with emotion, but he controlled him- 
self, “Sometimes two people make a mis- 
take.” he continued. “But when there’s a 
kid involved, they shouldn’t stop this side 
of hell to make a home and give the child 
the love it needs.”” He shrugged his shoul- 
ders in a helpless gesture. 

Just then, Jean returned from her visit, 
and with a wild, happy shout, rushed into 
her father’s waiting arms. “Oh, Daddy,” 
she cried, “Now everything is peachy, just 
like Mommy said! She’s good and she’s 
beautiful, Daddy, just like you always said 
and I leve her!” 

My throat was tight as I turned away 


too 


from the touching scene and _ puttered 
around the tiny kitchen. When the excite- 


ment of the reunion had died down, we 
ate, then settled down to an evening of 
talk and laughter that was so comforting 
end so natural I felt a part of the little 
amily. Jim had a wonderful sense of 
tumor and as he became more relaxed, he 
kept Jean and me in gales of laughter. 
And I wondered how it was that Anita 
Dorsey had tossed away so much happi- 
Any woman would be proud to have 
gentle 


ness. 
such a lovely child—and a good, 
husband, I had to admit. 

Finally, Jean curled up in a chair and 
dropped off to sleep, while Jim and I sat 
on the couch talking softly. As the night 
stole in through the windows, we seemed 
to be drawn together by an invisible bond. 
It might have been Jean and our common 
concern for her welfare, but I couldn’t deny 
that there was also a vital attraction for 
this tall, loose-jointed man with the 
troubled eyes. He talked of himself, his 
boyhood and his first, head-over-heels love 
for Jean’s mother. I listened quietly as he 
told how infatuation had turned to cold 
indifference and how he’d sought to patch 
things together after Jean was born. Then, 
bored with smalltown life and feeling her- 
lf hampered by a child and husband, 
Anita Dorsey had left them both to find the 
thrills she desired. 

Our shoulders touched—by accident or 
design?—and a strange sensation flooded 
through me. Slight as the contact was, it 
was a dozen times more stimulating than 
Carl’s embraces and I let my thoughts 


wander into forbidden fields—daydreaming 
of a lifetime of happiness with a daughter 
and a husband who could never be mine. 
Finally, weariness caught up with Jim and 
his head slumped to my shoulder. I told 
myself that the reason I didn’t move was 
because I didn’t want to disturb him, but 
in my heart I knew that it was really be- 
of the warm feeling that his 
nearness brought. 

I don’t know just when I dozed off or 
how long I slept. but the next thing I 
knew Carl was standing over us. his hands 
on his hips and a furious glint in his eyes. 
awake now. stood beside him 
“See, I told you my Mommy 
bed!” ex- 


cause good, 


Jean. wide 
pointing at us. 
and Daddy had 
claimed triumphantly. 

A hot flush raced to my cheeks as I 
realized that Jim was fast asleep. his head 

“Jean!” I scolded. 
this man rang the doorbell and 
I told him to *way.” she explained. 
“Do you like him better than do 
Daddy?” she asked, a touch of fear in her 
voice. 

I didn’t know what to answer, but I was 
spared the embarrassment when Jim 
roused himself and sat erect. “I’m sorry.” 


gone to she 


in my lap. 
“Well, 
£o 


you 


he apologized. “I guess I was kind of 
beat.” Then he saw Carl glaring down at 


him and hastily got to his feet. “I’m sorry, 
old man—” he began, but Carl cut him off. 

“Look here, whoever you are. it’s bad 
enough for Marva to be bothered with stray 
kids who wander in, but when grown men 
start- 

“Carl!” I bust out in a shocked voice. 

“He’s right, Marva.” Jim admitted in a 
low voice. “I think Jeanie and I have im- 
posed on your hospitality long enough. If 
you'll help me get her things together, we'll 
head for home.” 


I was angry with Carl for his accusing 
attitude and angry with Jim for meekly 


accepting Carl’s attempt to order me 
around. “Shut up. both of you!” I shouted. 
“You're so worried about each other’s feel- 
ings—what about Jean?” I turned to Jim. 
“Are you forgetting that she has a serious 
problem that has to be solved one way or 
another before she can go home? Have 
you forgotten why she came here in the 
first place?” 

I flung off Carl’s restraining hand. “And 
I burst out. “I explained to 
yet you break 


as for you.” 
you what the situation is. 
into my apartment and try to wreck every- 
thing with your big mouth!” 


Carl recovered from the fury of my 
attack, glanced from me to Jim and back 


again, and sneered. “So that’s how it is?” 
he said insinuatingly. 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“Maybe I’m wasting my time,” 
“No wonder I could never make 
any headway with you! You're afraid to let 
yourself go and act like a woman. That’s 
it! so you want to 


I snapped. 
he de- 


clared. 


You're afraid of love, 








get yourself a ready made family so you 


won't have to be bothered with some guy 
making passes at you.” 
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My face was burning with shame and 
rage. I was so angry at this display of bad 
taste and jealousy I couldn’t talk. Carl 
whirled on Jim, as if to hit him, then 
thinking better of it, confined himself to 
words. “Well, you’re welcome to her, 
brother. If you can thaw out that icicle, 
then more power to you!” 

With that, he jammed on his hat and 
stomped out. A silence, taut as a violin 
string, hung over the place. I dared not 
look at Jim. It was Jean, in her small, 
childish voice, who eased the tension. “I 
don’t think he likes you, Mommy,” she 
piped up. 

Jim’s hearty laughter bounced off the 
walls and I joined in half-laughing and 
half-crying. I swept Jean up in my arms 
and pressed my face against her soft body. 
Later, after I’d put Jean to bed, Jim again 
brought up the subject I’d tried to avoid. 
“We still haven’t told her,” he said, draw- 
ing me off into a corner. 

“T know.” 

“Tt’s got to be done, though,” he said 
erimly. “I’m her father, I guess it’s up 
to me.” 

He walked slowly over to the couch. 
“Jeanie baby—” he began, sitting beside 
the little girl. “We have to go home to- 
morrow, but I’ve got a nice surprise for 
you. How would you like to have a new 
housekeeper instead of Mrs. Williams? 
One who doesn’t talk about your Mommy 
or scold you or—” 

“Jean laughed and snuggled against the 
pillows. “But that’s silly, Daddy! We 
won’t have to have any housekeeper now. 
We’ve got Mommy back!” 

Jim scratched his ear. “Yes—but sup- 
pose she can’t come with us right away?” 

She jerked erect. “Daddy—isn’t Mommy 
really coming?” 

Jim’s shoulders drooped and he turned 
a frustrated smile twisting his 


to me, 
mouth. I went over to him and put my 
hands on his shoulders. “Listen here, 


young lady,” I said sternly, “I’m not going 
anywhere with a little girl who can’t go to 
sleep when she’s supposed to. Now, how 
about closing your eyes and we'll talk about 
this in the morning?” 

Slowly, she sank back into bed, her trust- 
ful eyes imploring me to stay with her. 
\ly heart was pounding with a futile eager- 
ness to soothe away her fears and my 
fingers were damp. Jim kissed her good- 
night. Then I did. I switched off the light . 
and we went into the kitchen. Jim sat on 
i stool in a corner, his head leaned back 
against the wall like a little boy at school. 
‘What are we going to do?” he asked 
at last. 

I wrung my hands. “I don’t know. I 
suppose we'll have to tell her something.” 

“It’s all my fault,” Jim chided himself. 
“T should never have let her think that her 
mother just away somewhere and 
would come back some day. I don’t know 

every time I tried to tell her that her 
mother no longer wanted her—or me—” 
He closed his eyes and sighed wearily. 


was 


“You couldn’t go through with it,” I 
said. “Not being wanted—that’s the worst 
feeling in the world.” 

He opened his eyes and gazed deep into 
mine. “And being loved, being want- 
ed—?” 

“That’s the best feeling in the world!” 
I said softly. 

We fell silent and it was then I knew 
how I really wanted it to end. But it was 
crazy! I'd let Jean weave a spell around 
me and J had extended it to include her fa- 
ther. Love didn’t happen that way—or did 
it? I looked at Jim, studied the grim angle 
of his jaw. his kind face that was so full of 
tenderness. Abruptly. I got up and went 
to Jean. After a few moments I regained 
my composure and returned. Jim was 
sitting at the table, his chin buried in his 
hands. He glanced up. “How is she?” 

I gave him a smile. “Swell. Sleeping 
like a log.” 

“Then I guess I’d better be moving on,” 
he said. “I'll dig myself up a room some- 
where and tomorrow morning we'll get an 
early start.” He stood up, looked down at 
me. “I’m sorry we spoiled your evening 
with what’s-his-name.” 


“You mean Carl?” I shook my head. 


“You didn’t spoil anything, Jim. He 
spoiled it himself. I’m glad I found out in 
time.” 

“Thanks. That makes me feel a little 
better, anyway. Marva, do you _ think 
that—” 

“What, Jim?” 


“Oh, nothing. Just a wild, crazy thought 
I had.” He gave a short laugh. “I guess 
I hate going out, it’s so nice and cozy here. 
A hotel room will be quite a comedown 
after—this.” 

“Stay a while,” I invited. “Ill make 
some coffee. and I’m sure there are some 
cookies or something around here to go 
with it.” 

He got down cups and saucers. “This is 
just like—home!” he exclaimed. “You 
know. I’m a darn good dishwasher, too.” 

Later. as he stirred his coffee, he said 
without looking up. “Marva—maybe you'll 
kick me out afterwards, but—-well, you’ve 


been so darn nice to Jeanie and me.” He 
paused. 

“That’s not hard to do,” I told him. “You 
have a very charming daughter, Mr. 
Dorsey!” 

“It’s more than that,” he went on. 





“Maybe I shouldn’t say it tonight. You 
might think that just because you let Jeay 
adopt you I was trying to get away with 
something—” 

“If you’re thinking about what Carl saiq 
I guess he was right in a way,” I admitted 
“ve got some funny ideas about love anj 
romance. Maybe it’s because I’m from , 
small town, too. But ever since I was ; 
girl, not much older than Jean, I felt tha 
some day the real thing would happep, 
So I was content to wait. That doesn’ 
make a girl too popular with some men,” 

Jim nodded silently and suddenly | 
noticed that his eyes were no longer 
troubled. They were smiling. His han¢ 
reached out across the table and captured 
mine. “Marva, sometimes people know each 
other for years and don’t really know each 
other. Then again, a man and a woman 
can meet and know the score the first time 
they see each other. I think that’s what 
happened to me when I walked in here.” 

“Carl said a lot of things about me to. 
night,” I reminded him. “That I was ap 
icicle, for instance.” 

“You’re not cold,” he said with a slow 
smile. “You’re warm and good and kind, 
You're a lovely woman,” he added in a loy 
voice. He got up and came over to me and 
pulled me gently backwards on the couch, 
“Marva—darling? Will you be Jeanie’ 
mother—for real?” 

Hesitantly, I raised my lips to his. “I love 
you, Marva.” Jim whispered, his lips brush. 
ing my face. Then there was only the 
deafening roar in my ears as my heart 
nearly burst with happiness. A fierce flame 
seemed to scorch my tingling limbs and my 
head whirled dizzily in a soft, cloudy mist. 
I returned his kisses with a desperate 
eagerness and fairly swooned with the 
gentleness of his embraces. 

Burying my face against his neck, | 
whispered, “But we’ll have to tell Jean the 
truth, Jim. darling.” 

“Yes. But after she’s found the security 
your love can give her, there'll be time, my 
sweet—a whole lifetime together for the 
three of us!” 

His arms tightened around me and his 
lingering kisses promised my astonished 
heart all the love it could contain and 
enough happiness to make the future as 
exciting as the passion that glowed inside 


THE END 


me. 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 16) 


Quit him and find someone younger. 
M. R. 

Dear M. R.: He sounds like a good pros- 
pect financially, but I doubt that he will be 
romantically. Unless you intend to desert 
your generation and all of the rich rewards 
which its youthful associations offer, you 
could hardly make a go of marriage with 
this man. I believe that, in later years, 
you would feel you had missed a great deal 


of enjoyment, because you and your hus 
band would actually be living in very dif 
ferent worlds. Love is wonderful, but you 
will need friendship, too, and it is unlike 
ly that your friends would be very interest 
ing to your husband, or vice versa. Al 
other very important thing you must Col 
sider is that when you are 38, as your boy 
friend is now, he will be 57 and probably 
quite a lot less lively and exciting than he 
is today. At that time, especially, you will 
probably wish you had chosen someone 
nearer your age. The time to look for some 
one younger is now. 
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(Continued from Page 25) 


to the big. empty dormitory where no one 
could see my tears of disappointment. Hard 
luck was my middle name! 

When I finally left the orphanage, it was 
not with a well-to-do doctor or lawyer, but 
with a farmer and his wife who wanted a 
husky girl to help around the house. Still, 
it was better than being left at the home 
until I was old enough to get out on my 
own, So one day I set out with Clyde and 
Vinie Barrow in their old sedan heading 
for their farm in the fruit country near 
Benton Harbor. My foster parents weren't 


as well-off as Dora’s new parents. They 
were hard-working, thrifty people who 


lived comfortably in a rambling house set 
in the midst of their well-kept orchards. 
The minute I saw the delicate pink blos- 
soms of the peach trees and cherry blos- 
soms swaying in the sunlight, I fell in love 
with my new home. 

Vinie was very good to me—at first. She 
taught me to cook, to sew and keep the 
house spic and span. Like a real mother, 
she taught me to have pride in my work 
and I was ready and eager to pour out my 
love to the first relative I’d ever had. 

But Vinie wasn’t the type to wear her 
heart on her sleeve. She disliked being 
“fussed over,” as she put it. I soon saw 
that my attempts to display affection and 
gratitude turned out to be embarrassing 
demonstrations for us both. Yet, always, 
after rejecting me like that. Vinie would do 
something especially nice, like making me 
anew dress or taking me into town with 
her on Saturday afternoon. This was her 
way of showing her love, but I was too 
young to appreciate it. All I knew was 
that Vinie was made uncomfortable by my 
spontaneous kisses and hugs. 

Clyde, a tall, lean man who looked 
younger than his wife in spite of the gray 
at his temples, became the object of my 
girlish affections. I turned to him when 
Vinie shooed me away and showered my 
caresses on him. He was in his late for- 
ties, but to me, he was the most romantic 
figure I'd ever seen. His old pipe, always 
clenched between his strong white teeth, 
added to the charm of his handsome brown 
face. When Vinie finally called me aside 
and explained rather sharply that I was 
getting to be too big a girl to go around 
flinging my arms around a man’s neck, I 
was hurt. Clyde was not just a man—he 
was my father, almost. 

I loved to lie on the floor and pillow my 
head against his knees after supper, but 
Vinie seemed to disapprove even this. 
Better get up from there and march off 





to bed, young lady!” she’d say irritably. 
“We've got the south orchard to spray to- 
morrow. So I'd get up reluctantly, kiss 
Clyde on the cheek defiantly, and go to my 
room. Afterwards, I'd hear her sharp 
voice, and although I couldn’t make out 
the words, I’d feel sorry for Clyde for the 
scolding he was getting. I guess it was 
her constant nagging of him that eventual- 
ly built up a resentment against her in my 
heart, a feeling that approached a hatred. 

Why couldn’t she see what a good man 
her husband was? Why couldn’t she be 
sweet and loving, the way he deserved? 
What made it worse, in my opinion, was 
the fact that Clyde was a sick man. You’d 
never guess it by looking at his strong, 
wiry body, the arms with muscles that 
stood out like coils of thick rope. Clyde 
was a diabetic, and often had to take in- 
jections of insulin. 

I remember the first time I saw him des- 
perately ill, lying helpless on the couch 
more dead than alive. Vinie came running 
in from the hen house at the sound of my 
terrified screams. “Don’t stand there like 
a bump on a log!” she said grimly, shaking 
me by the shoulders. “Quick, get his medi- 
cine.” 

I ran into their bedroom and grabbed up 
a bottle and a hypodermic syringe I’d been 
warned never to disturb. I bit my lips as I 
watched her fill the syringe, unable to tear 
my eyes away. But when she stuck the 
needle into Clyde’s bare arm, it was as if 
she had plunged its sharp point into my 
heart. I buried my face in my hands and 
fled from the house. 

After that, my love for Clyde was more 
tender than before. He needed love and 
attention, and I couldn’t have been more 
affectionate if he had been my real father. 
The more Vinie fussed and nagged, the 
more anxious I was to make up for it. 

During the late summer harvesting sea- 
son, fruit pickers from all parts of the sur- 
rounding countryside moved from farm to 
farm. These transient workers also picked 
our bean crop. They arrived in big trucks 
early in the morning and stayed until sun- 
down, since they were paid by the bushel. 
Now and then there would be young high 
school and college boys and girls in the 
bunch, spending vacation in nearby resorts, 
but anxious to pick up some extra money. 
Vinie never let me with these 
young people. She was afraid I'd get ideas 
harmful to a country girl, I guess. 

By the time I reached 17, her attitude 
had changed and she actually encouraged 
the attentions of a young fellow named Wil- 
bur Mack. Wilbur was a year or so older 
than I and he had been coming up during 
the fruit picking season for a number of 
years. The year before, Vinie had sug- 
gested that Wilbur come to our farm at the 
beginning of summer and work for Clyde 
to help him with the heavier work. My 
first thought was that she was hoping that 
Wilbur would take my mind off Clyde and 
I resented that. 


socialize 











| _f 
wR Thrilling 
LOVE LETTERS 


No longer need your letters be dry, awkward 


or uninteresting. HOW TO WRITE LOVE 
LETTERS is a complete book that shows you 
how everyday things can sound thrilling. It 
helps you to express your personality in every 
letter you write. This new book contains dozens 
of actual sample letters that show you just how 
to write love letters from beginning to end. 


PARTIAL CONTENTS 


How to “Break the Ice” 
How to Make Everyday Events 
Sound Interesting 
How to Make Your Sweetheart 
Write More Often 
How to Express Your Love 
How to Make (or Break) a Date 
How to Acknowledge a Gift 
How to “Make Up” 
How to Tell Him “Those Little Things” 
How to Assure Him (or Her) 
of Your Faithfulness 
How to Make Him (or Her) Miss You 
How to Propose by Letter 


PLAZA BOOK COMPANY, L-673 1 
109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. 

Send book ‘‘How to Write Love Letters,’’ in plain i 
wrapper on your Money-Back Offer. If not delighted i 
with results, | may return this purchase in 10 days 
and price will be refunded. | 
C) Send C.0.D. 1 will pay postman 98c plus postage. 
C1 enclose 98c—send postpaid. | 


a Ee re Ts 
Canada and Foreign—$1.25 with order | 








DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 


Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 
ness or Your Loved Ones? Our Remarkable 
New Discovery Quickly and Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
With This Craving For Liquor Gone, No 
S Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 
ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 
Easy To Take! Nothing Like It Before! 
You Can Go To Business And Carry On 
Your Social Life As Usual, While Using Our Method! May be 
used secretly for whiskey, wine or beer! Improvement Is 
Noticed In A Remarkably Short Time. The Price |s Amoz- 
ingly Low! Only $10.00 For The Entire Method, Formula and 
Instructions! This Is The Only Method That Guar- 
antees Satisfaction or Your Money Refunded, if SEND 
Returned In Ten Days. You Will Bless The Day 0 


You Saw This As Thousands Have Already N 
MONEY 
Done! 


Pay Postman On Delivery! Mail Us Your Name and Address Only! 
SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC. 






























WANTED 


To BE 
SET TO MUSIC 


SONG POEM 


«x Submit one or more of your best poems 
for free examination. Any subject. Send 
poem for details and information. 

* Phonograph Records Made 

* FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS 

* 228 B Bldg., Bost 8, Mass. 


69 











I had grown up quite a bit since coming 
to live with them. I was no longer a 
cawky kid, all arms and legs. I had 
learned to take care of my appearance and 
my body had filled out in all the right 
places. I kept comparing myself with 
Vinie, a thin, slightly bent woman, and 
wondering if Clyde thought me more de- 
sirable than she. 


\' ILBUR’S COMING to the farm made 
a difference, though. Vinie kept us 
hard at work so that we were almost con- 
stantly together. And it was fun being 
with someone my own age. On Saturdays, 
Vinie let us go into town to the movies and 
[ grew to like Wilbur a lot. He was not 
particularly good-looking, but he had a 
nice smile and was wonderful fun. Around 
the farm he went shirtless, wearing noth- 
ing but a pair of faded blue jeans and a 
straw hat made like a cowboy sombrero. 
We'd work adjoining rows of beans, 
laughing and talking as our hands flew 
from vine to basket, touching now and 
then. I began to notice a difference in the 
way Wilbur looked at me and instead of 
being thrilled at his glances of frank ad- 
miration at my provocative curves, I found 
myself wondering whether Clyde also no- 
ticed—and I blushed. 

One evening after supper, I sat with my 
back against a tree, just watching the sun- 
set and waiting for Clyde to return from 
town so I could tell him about the nesting 
field larks I'd come across. Wilbur came 
up and leaned against the tree trunk, chew- 
ing on a blade of grass. “Why so lost in 
your thoughts?” he asked. 

“Oh, ‘cause I’ve got lots of them,” I told 
him, patting the grass beside me in an 
invitation to sit down. 

He sat down, drawing up his knees un- 
der his chin. “I'll bet one thing.” he said 
gloomily. “They weren’t about me. You 
don’t think about me when I’m right here. 
so how can I expect you to think about me 
when I go back home next week?” 

“But you’re coming back next summer. 
aren't you?” I asked, eager to show that 
[ was interested. 

“A lot you care!” he blurted out. “All 
summer long I’ve been trying to tell you 
how much I like you, but you’re either too 
busy or trying to keep up with Clyde.” 

“Why shouldn’t I?” I demanded. “He’s 
my father.” 

Wilbur shot me a glance. 
Vinie says—” 
“That old sourpuss 
I was close to 


“Not your 
real father. 

I leaped to my feet. 
is liable to say anything!” 
tears. “She always makes sure to let peo- 
ple know Clyde is just my foster father. 
She won’t even let me pretend.” 

“Maybe you’re doing too much pretend- 
ing as it is,” he said significantly. 

“What do you mean?” 

‘‘Well—maybe she sees what everybody 
else sees. That you’re stuck on Clyde.” 

I drew an indignant breath, but the an- 
ery words of denial refused to come and I 
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just stood there glaring at Wilbur. He 
watched me for a moment, then stood up 
and looked down into my eyes. “Then it’s 
true?” he said, and it was more a state- 
ment than a question. 

Hearing my secret feelings put 
words, plain and bald like that. made me 
panicky. It was wrong and I knew it. so 
I had to deny it to Wilbur. He brightened 
a little at that and said softly. “I'm glad I 
was wrong. Gwen. I know I’m no bargain. 
but—well. I guess you know I love you.” 

His arms were around me and it was 
different from the time Buddy had tried to 
kiss me back at the orphanage. Wilbur’s 
eyes were gentle and full of love and some- 
how what he felt for me found a respon- 
“Will you be my 


into 


sive spot in my heart. 
girl?” he asked. 

His lips were poised warmly. a breath 
away from mine and I could feel the mus- 
cles in his arms tighten convulsively as he 
crushed his mouth against mine. A _ hot, 
trembling thrill rushed through me and 
churned my slumbering emotions into a 
boiling sensation inside me. The passion 
his embrace awakened in my heart was so 
powerful it frightened me and if Wilbur had 
not kept a grip on his impulses, I don’t 
know what might have happened. 

His lips broke away from my hungry 
mouth and caressed my cheeks and neck. 
trailing off into whispers of endearment. 
“I’m going to work in my brother’s store 
next year. darling.” he said, holding me 
close and whispering into my ear. “Tl 
come back for you in the spring. and we'll 
get married.” 

His lips wandered back to mine and | 
was kissing him with a fierce eagerness 
that brought an equally ardent response 
from Wilbur—but all the time I was think- 
ing of Clyde. . 


A\ -ILBUR WAS so happy. he had to tell 

everyone before he left. When Clyde 
congratulated us. I felt like shaking him 
for looking so pleased. I wanted to tell 
him that I'd only half promised to marry 
Wilbur, and did so only because the ec- 
stasy of the moment had swept me along 
with Wilbur's enthusiasm. Besides. lots of 
girls got engaged several times before they 
actually married. Vinie was openly pleased 
about the turn of events. She showed more 
affection than I'd ever had from her and 
she made it clear that she was anxious for 
Wilbur and I to get married. She men- 
tioned looking around for someone to take 
my place. 

“Spring is a long way off,” I reminded 
her. “Wilbur’s got to get a job before we 
can even think about getting married.” 

She lost a little of her enthusiasm after 
that. Meanwhile. I was spending more 
and more time with Clyde. Now that har- 
vest was over. we took in the barn dances 
and box suppers the country people gave 
for entertainment during the fall and win- 
As always. Clyde was the life of the 
He not only knew 


ter. 
party at these affairs. 





the square dances but the modern steps as 
well and I loved dancing with him. 

Vinie, of course, never let us go alone, 
even though all she did was sit against the 
wall and show her disapproval. She was 
always making remarks about “no fool like 
an old fool,” but I'd pretend she wasn’t 
even there, that Clyde and I were out on q 
date together and there was no one else jp 
the whole world except the two of yg. 
Then, riding home after it was over, [4 
snuggle between Clyde and Vinie. closing 
my eyes and dreaming of the way he’d love 
me someday. 

On those long winter evenings, I'd ge. 
cretly watch Clyde as he sat by the fire 
reading the farm journal or listening tp 
the radio, studying his sweet face until | 
could almost feel the pain in my heart, 
Once, Vinie caught me in this adoring at. 
titude and a guilty flush rushed to my 
cheeks. I hurried to my room with her 
hard gaze following me. I was aware that 
Clyde still thought of me as a child, but 
sometimes when he looked at me, I noticed 
a strange hunger in his eyes. 

My birthday was always celebrated jn 
February, on the day I’d been found on 
the doorstep. Clyde told Vinie to take me 
to town and buy a new dress for my eight- 
eenth birthday, then as an afterthought, 
suggested Vinie buy herself one. She chose 
a frilly dress that hung limply on her thin 
frame; it was definitely not her style. | 
selected a revealing black satin with a tight 
fitting bodice. designed to make the most 
of youthful curves. I hoped that Clyde 
would like it. He did. 

I almost felt sorry for Vinie when we 
both went into the dining room to pose for 
Clyde. Clyde barely noticed her. He came 
around the table, with its gifts and birth 
day cake. and held me at arm’s length. 
“Like it?” I asked, gazing raptly up at 
him. 

“Why you're positively beautiful, Gwen!” 
he remarked, his eyes sweeping over me. 
“Wilbur better hurry and claim his bride 
before someone steals her away.” 

I longed for him to take me in his arms 
and tell me all the things I saw reflected 
in his eyes, but Vinie was there, her thin 
lips pressed tightly together. Clyde led 
me to a chair. “Now it’s my turn to spring 
a surprise,” he said laughing gaily. “While 
you women were fussing around, look who 
dropped in to join the party!” 

He went to the kitchen door and swung 
Wilbur stood there, a big box in 
his arms. He tossed the box on the table 
and rushed over to me. “I couldn’t wail 
until spring to see you,” he explained, tak 
ing me into his arms. “I’ve got to go right 
back, but I wrote Vinie and she said it 
would be all right to come for your birth 
day.” 

I recovered quickly from my surpris 
and I noticed Vinie and Clyde slipping ou! 
of the room so we could be alone. It wa 
strange how Wilbur’s kisses could make 
my heart beat faster and I clung to him 
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ad tasted the sweetness. But it was just 
physical thrill. The moment he released 
ay lips, thoughts of Clyde once again 
igunted my heart. 


HAT BIRTHDAY party was something 
e a flop, I’m afraid. I spent most of 
je time wondering how to tell Wilbur I'd 
nade a mistake in thinking I could marry 
him, and Vinie was too busy keeping her 
jawk eyes on Clyde to join in the spirit of 
yn that Wilbur tried to keep going. At 
jst, even he felt the tenseness in the situ- 
aim, so the celebration was cut short. 
When Wilbur was ready to leave [ still 
jidn’t know how I would break the news 
whim. I was sick with shame realizing 
how wrong it had been to let him make 
je to me, when all the time I was in love 
yith Clyde. I guess my misery was obvious. 

“Is there something you want to tell me, 
Gwen?” he asked after we’d faced each 
other in an embarrassed silence for a few 
moments. 

[laughed with forced gaiety. “Just how 
much I enjoyed your visit. and I’m sorry 
you have to leave so soon, Wilbur,” I told 
him. 

‘Nothing else?” he questioned. “I sort 
ofhad the feeling you wanted to back out 
ofour engagement.” I didn’t say anything 
ad he went on, “Want to know why I 
think so? You’re in love with Clyde. It’s 
written all over your face, Gwen.” 

I covered my eyes with my hand and 
shook my head helplessly. “I’m sorry, Wil- 
bur, really Iam. I like you a lot, but- 

“What about Vinie?” he asked in a low 
wice, even though she and Clyde were in 
the kitchen and couldn’t hear us. 

Ishrugged my shoulders. In my mind, 
(lyde’s happiness was more important than 
hers. It was too bad, but if he had found 
someone to give him the love and affection 
he deserved, then I wouldn’t let that stand 


inmy way. Her only hold on Clyde was 
the yellowing marriage certificate that 
hung in the living room. 

Wilbur let out a deep sigh. “You're 


playing with fire, Gwen,” he warned in a 
wher voice. “But I guess it’s none of my 
fair. Just take it easy. If you change 
jour mind, let me know.” 


E LEFT, and I sensed that I’d never 

see him again. It seemed that the party 
brought a lot of things to a head. Vinie 
0k to picking quarrels with Clyde at the 
dightest excuse. She didn’t even try to fix 
terself up anymore. dragging around the 
louse in a soiled housedress, sometimes 
wt speaking for days at a time. So Clyde 
lumed to me for companionship more than 
wet, He hadn’t let his feeling for me show 
tore openly than the night of the party. 
but I gathered that the control he’d put 
tis emotions under was wearing thin. 

I helped him with the chores, even 
though mostly I just kept him company as 
wewent about the farm. One morning, I'd 
werslept and Clyde had gone out to the 
lam without me. Vinie hadn't been feel- 
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d No Money—Pay No Money! 


You don’t need a single penny—now or ever! We sup- 
ply everything you need ABSOLUTELY FREE! You 
can use your spare time — at home, visiting friends 
and neighbors. No experience needed—everything is 
fully explained. Rush your name, address NOW and 
get started on the Harford Friendship Plan at once. 





want this BIG WARDROBE 


without Paying 
One Cent! 


Rush your name and address at 
once for the Harford Friendship 
Plan! Yes, now you can get thrill- 
ing new dresses, suits, sportswear, 
nylon hosiery, beautiful slips, lin- 
gerie, rainwear and other wearing 
apparel for yourself —and things 
for the family too—men’s shirts, 
children’s wear, underwear, and 
dozens of clothing needs— all 
WITHOUT PAYING EVEN 
ONE CENT, andyou can earn up 
to $7 ina day spare time besides! 


Send Your Name for 
FREE PLAN! 


Yes, the Harford Friendship Plan is so 
easy and so much fun that almost before 
you know it you canown a big, personal, 
beautiful wardrobe and also supply your 
family with their clothing needs. With 
the Harford Friendship Plan, all you do 
is introduce your friends to the famous 
Harford line of gorgeous dresses and 
smart suits direct from our factory at 
low prices—yes, and wearing apparel for 
all the family too! You take orders and 
you get rich reward of personal dresses 
and other clothing needs Without One 
Cent of Cost—and extra CASH besides. 





HARFORD FROCKS, INC., Dept. C-3117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 





It’s Wonderful the Way 
Chewing -Gum Laxative 
Acts Chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
“WOT 


GOOD FOOD 


@ Here’s the secret millions of folks have 
discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the mod- 
ern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, here is 
why FEEN-A-MINT’s action is so wonder- 
fully different! 

Doctors say that many other laxatives 
start their “flushing” action too soon... 
right in the stomach where food is being 
digested. Large doses of such laxatives 
upset digestion, flush away nourishing 
food you need for health and energy. 
You feel weak, worn out. 

But gentle FEEN-A-MINT, taken. as rec- 
ommended, works chiefly in the lower 
bowel where it removes mostly waste, not 
good food! You avoid that typical weak, 
tired, run-down feeling. Use FEEN-A-MINT 
and feel your “peppy,” energetic self — 
full of life! Get FEEN-A-MINT! No increase 
in price — still 25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 


7 FEEN-A-MINT 


FAMOUS CHEWING-GUM LAXATIVE 
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God WANTS You 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Problems? 
Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Love or Family 
Troubles? Are you Worried about someone dear to you? 
Is someone dear to you Drinking too much? Do you ever 
zet Lonely—Unhappy—Discouraged? Would you like to 
have more Happiness, Success, ‘Good Fortune’’ in Life? 

If you do have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS—News 
of a remarkable W WAY of PRAYER that is helping 
thousands of other men and women to glorious NEW 
happiness and joy! Whether you have always believed in 
PRAYER or not, this remarkable NEW WAY may bring 
a whole NEW world of happiness and joy to you—and 
very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. Don’t let another minute 
go by! If you are troubled, worried or unhappy IN ANY 

AY—we invite you to clip this Message now and mail 
with 10c (coin or stamps) so we can rush Full informa- 
tion to you by AIR MAIL about this remarkable NEW 
WAY of PRAYER that is helping so many, many others 
and may just as certainly and quickly help U! 

You will surely bless this day—so please don’t delay! 
Just clip this Message now and mail with your name, 
address and l0c to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 
5203, Noroton, Conn. We will rush this wonderful NEW 
Message of PRAYER and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL. 













Give him the skin he 
loves to touch...loves to 
look ot and admire ... Give it 
to him in just 3 short days with A) 
sensational new NEVOLINE 
LIQUID CREAM ... the only liquid 
cream that can give you a lighter, 
brighter, glowing complexion. . . free 
of all gh loudi ond blemish 

. - » Three full shades lighter in 3 magic days. 
Your mirror . . . and his adoring eyes will 
Prove this to you. Order a trial bottle todey, 
be lovelier tomorrow. 

In handy purse-s' bottles for jiffy moke-up 
retouching during the doy. Big 2 oz. bottles 
only 79 cents each, or 3 for $1.90.. Sove 
C.0.D. costs, _—— 
enclosere- 

enetoes PARIS IMPERIAL 















New York 1, N.Y 


G. P. O. Box 129 


OVERDUE 


PERIOD DELAYED? 
DON’T RISK DISASTER!! 


Now after exhaustive scientific research, 
it can be sold! SHURE-CAPS may set 
your mind at ease—relieve you of your 
biggest worry when due to minor func- 
tional menstrual delay or borderline ane- 
mia. SHURE-CAPS are scientifically pre- 
pared by registered pharmacists and con- 
tain only medically recognized drugs 
having no harmful after effects. Wrapped 
in a plain wrapper, only $4.98. Cash with 
order, we send airmail and pay postage. 
at i postage is extra and goes ordinary 
mail. 
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Do you want to Lae wae 
money in full or os ere om - 
as much as Bi... in a “aay? 


Then mail upon below 
this BIG OUTFIT, sent 
FREE, containing more an 


150 fine quality fabrics, sensational values in made-to- 
measure suits and overcoats. Take orders from friend 
neighbors, fellow-workers. No experience needed. You'l 
say it’s the greatest way to make money you ever saw. 


SAMPLE SUITS TO WEAR 
Pay No Money! Send No Money! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to get your own personal 
suits and overcoats without paying Ic, in addition to your 
big cash earnings This offer is limited. Rush coupon fi 
FREE OUTFIT—today 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. D-964 
532 | S. , Throop St. Chicago 7, Ill. 





| STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. D-964 

| 532 S. Throop St. Chicago 7, Ul. 

{ Dear Sir: I WANT A SAMPLE SUIT TO WEAR 
| AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush Valuable 
i Suit Coupon and Sample Kit of actual fabrics, 
i ABSOLUTELY FREE. 

' Name PE Age..... 
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HOW TO SWEETEN UP 
YOUR WHOLE INSIDES! 


Have Life Look Sunny Again! 


4 Generations Rave 
About Amazing 
Laxative-Stomach 
Sweetener 


Feel half-alive, headachy, 
no appetite, when stom- 
ach is upset by constipa- 
tion? Get wonderful relief, overnight with 
Black-Draught. Pleasant ‘laxative-stom- 
ach sweetener works two ways when you 
feel logy, suffer gassy digestive upset, 
sour stomach from constipation. Relieves 
constipation while you sleep! Helps 
sweeten sour stomach, at same time! 
WORKS OVERNIGHT! 
There’s no harsh griping. Black-Draught 
is made from Nature’s pure vegetable 
herbs. Thoroughly but gently uncorks 
all 25 feet of clogged intestines. Taken at 
bedtime, brings comforting relief from 
constipation in morning. Helps sweeten 
sour stomach too. You virtually sleep 
away those worries. Next day, get up 
feeling frisky as a kitten! Get Black- 
Draught today from druggists. Famous 
since 1840. Familiar Powder, Granulated 
or convenient new Tablet form. 















on constipation 
' 
FOR CHILDREN! eats ar 


gestion and Spesition, get Syrup of 
Black-Draught. Youngsters love this 
honey-sweet liquid. 


We'll Send These 3 Boxes of Greeting Cards 
to ALL WHO WANT 


EXTRA MONEY 


Rush your name and address today for 
®, these three sensational new, fast- eclling 
box assortments! Show them to friends, 





























@ Get-W 
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sion Assortment—PXus the ‘‘ Parasols 
& Pinafores’’ Personal Notes box. 
Each sells for $1. 00, and you keep up to 
50c for yourself. Extra cash for you with 
many other new Cac hag and gift 
items—Gift ppings Siationery, 

etc. All top Wor SY -MAKER: 


SEND NO MO N EY 
Just your name and address.Get 
all three assortments en- 
m- 

plete money making plans. No 
ee needed. Write now. 
WALLACE BROWN, anc. 

225 Fifth am “4 H-63, New York1 





ing well lately, so I got her to agree to let 
me fix breakfast so she could stay in bed 
mornings. It was a bitter cold day in 
March and. wrapping my blanket around 
me, I went into the kitchen to dress. It 
was warm as toast in there and I guess I 
stood there letting the heat soak into my 
chilled body longer than I thought. I wore 
only a thin gown, very impractical for win- 
ters in the country, but one I had _ pur- 
chased from a mail order house because 
the girl in the advertisement had looked 
so glamorous. There was a big mirror 
over the kitchen sink and I let the blanket 
slip from my shoulders and stood on tiptoe 
to examine my reflection. 

I noticed with secret pride my soft 
curves through the sheer material, my trim 
waist and hips that tapered into full calves 
and slim ankles. Surely it was a sight to 
fan the flames inside any man, I thought 
vainly. I guess the snow outside muffled 
Clyde’s steps because it wasn’t until I 
heard the door knob turning that I was 
aware of his approach. Instead of grab- 
bing up the blanket at my feet, I tried to 
dash out of the kitchen to the privacy of 
my room down the hall. But my feet got 
hopelessly entangled in the thick blanket 
and I tripped. 

“Gwen! Are you hurt?” He was at my 
side in a second, helping me to my feet. 
“Darling, did you hurt yourself?” 

At first I was embarrassed by my own 
clumsiness. but then I was aware of his 
hungry eyes devouring my thinly clad fig- 
ure. He had been shaving and was stripped 
to the waist. A look of agony crossed his 
face and he groaned as if he no longer 
could hold back the flood of passion that 
had been dammed up for so long. His 
arms were around me, pressing me against 
the damp cold of his mackinaw. But all I 
was conscious of was the harsh imprint of 
his. lips against mine and the sudden 
pounding of the blood in my temples. The 
whole room reeled crazily as I let myself 
sink into the exciting rapture of his em- 
brace. 

I pressed my lips against his ear. “I 
was afraid it would never happen,” I whis- 
It didn’t matter to me that he was 
“T’ve loved you so long 


pered. 
my own father. 
and so hard, sometimes I couldn’t stand it,” 
I murmured just before our lips met. 

“T prayed this would never happen,” 
Clyde said in a thick voice, as he unclasped 
“But now that it 


Vil send for 


my hands from his neck. 
has—you'll have to go away. 
Wilbur tomorrow.” 

“No, no!” I cried. “I don’t love Wilbur— 
I told him so when he was here.” 

Clyde looked bewildered. His hand trem- 
bled as he ran it across his hair. I flung 
my arms around his neck again. pulled his 


head down to mine. “We'll both go away!” 


I suggested eagerly. “You can divorce 
Vinie and—” 

Again he tore my hands away, 
this time, and backed away from me. “A 


he said 


roughly 


man can stand just so much,” 





tensely. “T’ve fought the devil long enough 
—it’s more than flesh can bear!” He closed 
his eyes. “Vinie’s my wife—I took he 
for better or for worse,” he said brokenly, 

“But she’s mean—hateful,” I spat oy, 
“She no longer loves you. Can she make 
you as happy as I could?” 

He opened his eyes and looked at me for 
a long moment, then turned and gazed oy 
the window into the snow-blanketed yard 
When he spoke, his voice was low and 
quivering with emotion. 

“She was young once—and pretty, too, 
And as for her nagging—maybe bringing 
you here had something to do with that.” 

“Do you mean you're sorry I’m here. 
Do you mean you want me to go. Pleag 
let me stay,” I begged. “I'll never make 
any trouble for you and Vinie, Clyde. | 
promise. Please!” 

Without turning around, he shook his 
head slowly, sadly. I sobbed softly, then 
ran down the hall to my room. I had Jost 
my chance for happiness with the man | 
loved, and more than that, I'd lost the only 
home I’d ever known. 


OR THE rest of the day I went through 

my chores like a robot, moving, but not 
feeling a thing. Only later did I recall the 
fanatical glitter in Vinie’s eyes when she 
finally came out of her room and began to 
stir about. Clyde was more silent and 
thoughtful than usual, but otherwise he 
gave no sign that anything had upset the 
routine of our daily lives. 

I don’t know whether he got off his diet 
or not, but the very next night Clyde had 
one of his attacks. I was alone in my room, 
brooding about the events of the day be. 
fore. Clyde had not mentioned my leavy- 
ing and I was too heartsick to care much 
whether I stayed or went. Vinie had al- 
ready gone to bed, so when I heard the 
noise I went to investigate. I found Clyde 
lying on the floor of the living room and 
immediately I knew what was wrong. | 
loosened his collar and put a pillow under 
his head, then ran into his bedroom to get 
the bottle of insulin and hypodermic. 

I ran my hand along the back of the 
dresser—they weren’t there! Frantically. 
I turned on the light and ripped open the 
dresser drawers, thinking perhaps Vinie 
had moved them while cleaning and forgot 
to put them back. 

I heard a thin cackle from the bed. 
“Looking for something?” Vinie asked ina 
voice that made my heart stand still. 

“It’s Clyde!” I shouted. “Where’s his 
medicine?” 

“Why ask me?” Vinie said casually. 
‘You know so much about my husband!” 

I heard a heartrending gasp from the 
other room and rushed to the side of the 
bed. “Where’s the medicine?” I screamed 
and Vinie suddenly broke into wild laugh 
ter. 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she 
shouted. “Go on out there and see how 
your lover is doing.” 
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] gasped. “You—you heard us yester- 


day!” 
“Only saw and heard what I knew all 


the time,” she snarled. “You think P’'m 
blind? The very first day you came here 
[knew there’d be trouble some day, the way 
you were throwing your hips around like 
Jeebel! Well, see how much good that’ll 
do Clyde now!” 

| grabbed her by the shoulders and 
shook her like a rag doll. “There was 
never anything between us, you hear?” I 
shouted. 

But she only stared at me with a crazy 
glint in her eyes, hurling accusations at 
me. Thinking wy Clyde lying so close to 
death out there drove me half-crazy, and I 
began to slap Vinie gently at first to bring 
her to her senses, then harder. Finally. my 
hands were around her scrawny throat. I 
guess that must have jarred her back to 
reality, for she suddenly broke away and 
ran to the kitchen. She returned with the 
medicine, and sobbing and crying that she 
didn’t mean it, she injected the life-giving 
fluid into Clyde’s veins. 

Meanwhile, I phoned the doctor, 
had to give Vinie a sedative as well as take 
care of Clyde when he arrived. It had been 


who 


a close call, he said and added that he 
would send out a nurse to stay with both 
of them until the danger had passed. 

For me, it was all a horrible nightmare. 
What had happened those two eventful 
days opened my eyes. I knew now that 
Vinie loved Clyde so desperately she had 
been willing to let him die rather than see 
him leave her for me. I realized that 
Clyde’s love or loyalty for her had been 
strong enough to resist the temptation I 
had laid before him. I found time to re- 
flect on my own actions, my shameful 
scheme to destroy the marriage of the two 
people in the world who had befriended 
me. Clyde and Vinie had taken me into 
their home and I had repaid their kind- 
ness with the most unforgivable kind of 
treachery. 

I had rejected Wilbur’s love in the empty 
hope I could use my youth and beauty to 
win Clyde away from his lawful wife. I 
had been wrong. I knew it now. So when 
the nurse arrived, I left their house. 

Maybe by now they have found it in 
their hearts to forgive me. I hope so, be- 
cause this is my only consolation as I con- 
tinue my lonely, unloved way through life. 


THE END 





On the Records 


(Continued from Page 6) 


jump tunes. Many singers have the ability 
to sing fast, but seldom does anything hap- 
pen. Mable Scott has the happy faculty of 
being able to inspire patting of feet or 
dancing to her infectious attack. 

Claude DeMetrius’ No More Crying 
Blues on the reverse of Catch ’Em Young is 
aslow, traditional blues but, unfortunately 
has an annoying change of key in the middle 
dubbed in by somebody because “‘it’s dif- 
ferent.” But, even with this, the singer 
meets the situation with smooth ingenuity 
and salvages the side. 

Recently signed to a two year pact with 
Coral, Mable intends to follow up her 
boogie-woogie hits with more on the order 
of the highly-popular best-seller, Boogie- 
Woogie Santa Claus (Exclusive). 

She made a dozen records in this idiom 
for London Records when she was in Eng- 
land and there are some hard-to-get platters 
of her Where or When, made while she was 
at the Chez Florence in Paris where Jose- 
phine Baker attended almost nightly to 
hear her sing the song. 

Meanwhile, it has been reported that the 
masters of Don’t Cry Baby, Right Around 
the Corner from Basin Street, and Every 
Little Doggie Has His Day, have been pur- 
chased from Leon Rene’s bankrupt Exclu- 
sive label by a New York outfit which is 
expected to re-press and put them on the 
jukeboxes sometime this spring. 

Record oF THE MonTH: Savoy’s A Sol- 
dier’s Prayer, Just Because with Bill Cook, 
a disc jockey, doing the narration. Cook, 
whose WAAT radio show originates from 





Newark, N. J., also has his own TV show 
and has continued the that 
launched him among the nation’s top rec- 
ord-spinners by reciting poetry between his 
music selections. A Soldier’s Prayer is the 
story of an atheistic soldier who didn’t be- 
lieve in God. He is found dead on the bat- 
tlefield. Clutched tightly in his hand is a 
letter. Somehow, sensing that his number 
was up, the soldier had written a letter to 
“Dear God” which was the original title. 
Savoy changed it to Soldier’s Prayer and 
got Cook to do it with impressive accom- 
paniment by the Marshall Brothers. Julian 
Gould is musical director. Just Because on 
the flipside is a natural for women listeners. 
Savoy has come up with the sleeper record 
of the season in this double-threat issue. 
Incidentally, Cook placed second to Willie 
Bryant in the Advertising Research poll for 
New York’s favorite night jockey. 

Goon: Shrimp Boats (RCA-Victor) with 
Danny Scholl is a sparkling version of this 
smash hit folk tune people like so well 
these days . . . RCA-Victor also has Phil 
Harris in a fast-spieling ditty, Rugged But 
Right. This is a solid click as is Savan- 
nah Churchill’s version of /t’s No Sin, sup- 
ported by the _ Striders ... REcom- 
MENDED: Coral’s Undecided by the Ames 
Brothers, one of the few really great white 
male quartets. . . . Stitt Stronc: Decca’s 
Louis Armstrong platter of Because of You, 
and his / Get Ideas. ... Keep an ear 
cocked also for: Tommy Edward’s Soli- 
taire (MGM) backed with My Concerto. 
Both are top-drawer listening. . . . King 
Cole’s P’ll Always Remember You, John 
Lee Hooker’s I’m in the Mood and Earl 
Bostic’s Flamingo on King. 
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My 

Bayou 

Lover 
(Continued from Page 23) 


thought. And it felt as though it were 
breaking when I remembered that this 
would be my last rendezvous with Jeb— 
that I must tell him that within a week 
I would belong to . . . another man. 

But I did not need to spoil this perfect 
night, this perfect hour. At least not 
just yet. 

“Jeb.” I murmured dreamily, “Do you 
remember our first meeting?” 

His low, quick laughter rose on the wings 
of his still uneven breathing. “Yeah, Suzy. 
You looked like you was sure I was gonna 
eat you up in one big bite, or somethin’. 
Your eyes was big an’ round as two silver 
dollars. You sure was scairt nigh to 
death!” 

“Well.” I confessed wryly, “I was badly 
frightened. After all, coming so unex- 
pectedly face to face with one of the— 
the—” 

“With one of them lowdown, trashy 
Clemsons.” Jeb supplied with faint bit- 
terness, 

“IT didn’t mean that,” I disclaimed 
hastily. “To have met any strange man 
out there by that lonely bayou would have 
scared me silly.” 

“How come you was ’way out there any- 
ways?” Jeb asked curiously. 

“Oh,” I said vaguely, “I just felt like a 
long walk, that’s all.” 

That much was true. The reason for it 
was different, for my unhappiness over my 
approaching marriage to Harold Larkin 
was what had sent me wandering into the 
countryside aimlessly. And I’d just had 
to get out of the house, away from Aunt 
L.u’s constant prying and suspicion. and 
away from the cold, watchful eyes of my 
strict father. I hadn’t even noticed that 
I'd drifted off the main road until I found 
myself by the still, black pool called Gros- 
boirs bayou. And when I looked up and 
saw Jeb standing nearby. my heart almost 
I was even 


stopped. I was so startled. 


more frightened when I recognized him as - 


a Clemson! All my life I'd heard wild tales 
ibout that family. 

“Besides.” I resumed, “You did look 
somewhat—strange, Jeb. No wonder I was 
frightened.” 

“T reckon I did look like th’ devil,” Jeb 
huckled. “Leastwise, to an uppity chick 
like you, Suzy. You ain’t used to seeing 
with their hair standin’ ever which 
vay. wringin’ wet, with their  shirttails 
Me and an ole bull gator had 


men 


hangin’ out. 

been havin’ us quite a wrasslin’ match.” 
“Ugh,” I shuddered. “What a pastime! 

stuff,” Jeb  grunted. 


” 


“Pastime some 


i4 








“When I tangle with one them long-tails, 
we're after each other’s hide and ain’t 
neither of us foolin’!” 

“You mean—you hunt alligators?” I 
gasped. 

“Sure. A man’ll do a lot of things, 
when he’s got a point to make. And ‘gator 
hides bring good money. Of course,” he 
added, his tone edged with resentment, “I 
reckon you hincty town folks don’t rate a 
man very high that does them kind of 
things.” 

“T rate you high,” I exclaimed. “You 
know I do.” 

“Do 1?” Jeb asked quietly. 

“Why—why, how can you doubt it?” I 
cried. “After all, Jeb—” 

“Yeah, yeah,” Jeb said in the first harsh 
tone I’d ever heard from him. “After all. 
you're Miss Suzy Payne, the prettiest gal 
in this parish and your ole man owns a 
drug store and rents houses and I ought 
to be humble and happy because you low- 
rate yourself enough to associate with me 
—even in th’ dark of night where nobody 
won't know about it!” 

Shocked by the sudden, bitter outburst, 
I exclaimed, “Why, Jeb! You know that 
isn’t true, all those awful things!” 

“You can stop play-actin’ now.” Jeb said 
sharply, “because I know you been play- 
in’ me for a simple fool. Gettin’ your 
kicks, settin’? a man plumb on fire, then,” 
he mimicked, “sayin’ “Now you stop, Jeb. 
We just mustn’t” And I been stoppin’ 
because, don’t care what you town folks 
say, I’m one Clemson that don’t take noth- 
in’ that ain’t freely offered.” 

“Oh, Jeb, don’t talk like that,” I wailed. 
sitting up. “You just don’t understand.” 

Jeb sat up too, facing me, his look almost 
fierce in the bright moonlight. “Who don’t 
understan’?” he demanded harshly. “I 
understan’ plenty, Suzy. For one thing. I 
know you're supposed to marry ole man 
Larkin’s son next week in a big church 
wedding with all th’ hincty trimmin’s. 
That’s true, ain’t it?” 

“Why—why, yes,” I gasped. “How did 
you know—” 

“T guess you must think I can’t even 
read,” Jeb drawled cuttingly. “But I can 
—a little. Enough to make out the banns 
posted outside th’ parish house. Enough 
to read all about it in the paper—with all 
them pictures of you and that Larkin fella. 
All about how th’ Creole beauty, Miss 
Suzette Payne had been won by the rich 
undertaker’s son. All that stuff.” 

TRIED to speak, to explain, but the 

gush of words which rose in my throat 
blurred into uncontrollable sobs. 

“Ain’t no need of puttin’ on like that,” 
Jeb said heavily. “I sure ain’t said any- 
thing that ain’t true, have I? I would of 
felt better if you’d told me about Larkin. 
Suzy, instid of me having to run into it. 
like th’ point of a knife. 

“An’ there’s a reason I didn’t bring it 
up, even then,” he went on broodingly. 
“Every time we met, you acted more an’ 





more like you really liked me. And I was 
simple enough to think you maybe migh 
come to think more of me than that there 
Larkin fella.” 

Again I tried to force words from my 
lips, but my throat was choked worse thay 
ever with my strangled weeping. I was 
suffused with dismay—and shame. Fo 
Jeb hadn’t deserved this. And for the firy 
time I realized how unfair, how callously 
inconsiderate, I had been. I’d known righ 
from our first secret date that I was going 
to be married to Harold even though | 
didn’t love him at all. That had been long 
planned by our fathers, who were clog 
friends. 

Even so, I certainly wouldn’t have agreed 
to the marriage for that reason, or because 
Harold was determined that I should. | 
refused for almost a year before my father's 
stern insistence wore me down. Aunt Ly, 
his spinster sister who kept house for us, 
was also forever fussing at me about my 
“vapor-brained stubbornness.” So finally, 
to escape the unpleasantness of my home 
and the extreme strictness of my upbring. 
ing, I gave in. 

I knew now that I should have told Jeb 
all that. Despite his lack of education, and 
the fact that he was a share-cropper’s son, 
he was more of a man and certainly more 
of a gentleman than Harold, who'd had 
every advantage Jeb lacked. 

Miserably I wondered why in the world 
I hadn’t told Jeb how things were with me. 
But I knew. I had met him through acci- 
dent the first time. Even during the first 
seconds of my panic at meeting him in such 
a lonely spot, I was extremely conscious 
of his broad-shouldered, lean-flanked body, 
the lithe, animal grace of his movements 
and his proud, dark face, from which 


amused eyes twinkled like twin jewels of 
topaz. 
The weak-as-water sensation which 


washed through me when he smiled and 
spoke in his deep-toned voice made me 
know instantly that here was danger. | 
knew quite well that I shouldn’t even pause 
to chat with him. I knew even better that 
I shouldn’t have agreed to meet him again, 
especially in such a clandestine way. 

Why had I? Hadn't I realized to do % 
would create a situation simply loaded with 
several kinds of dynamite? If my father 
ever caught me slipping out to meet a man 

-and most especially a person like Jeb— 
he’d just about kill me! 

Then, my engagement to Harold would 
be broken and I’d be absolutely ruined if 
even a rumor of my affair with Jeb Clemson 
got started. A lot of people in our small, 
prosperous river town would be glad to set 
that happen. Those who didn’t know me 
well thought I was stuck up because of my 
fair complexion and looks, because father 
had money. 

How could they know that I hardly dared 
speak to those not of our “Quality Hill” 
set, or those who were strangers? In out 
southland, everyone speaks to each other. 
But father’s heavy black belt had raised 
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enough welts on my flesh to cause me to act 
as he wished me to. 

Considering Jeb’s strong physical appeal, 
[ might end up as my father had so many 
times predicted—in the same kind of dis- 
grace as a number of local girls who had 
played with fire and been seared. 

In spite of all such dread possibilities, 
[had met Jeb again—and again, during 
these past spring weeks. In a way, my 
doing so was perhaps a subconscious revolt 
against the unhappy pattern of my life. 
But then, I wanted to and I did! And even 
though our affair had not been discovered, 
it was only because Jeb was more decent 
than I had any right to expect that ruin had 
not overtaken me anyhow. 

[had never considered Jeb as anything 
but a secret lover. I had never thought 
of him as a possible husband. Certainly I 
had never even toyed with the idea of 
giving up my well-to-do world for the kind 
of rude, earthy existence I supposed he lived. 

Jeb’s voice yanked me back to realities. 
“Well,” he said gruffly. “Looks like you 
ain't got nothin’ to say to me, Suzy. So I 
will say somethin’ to you. And that’s good- 
night and goodbye.” 

I huddled there frozenly as he got up 
and stood beside me. An instant before 
I'd been trying to get things straight in my 
mind so I could tell him what there was 
to tell. But when he said “goodbye,” I 
realized that here was a chance to end our 
romance without further recrimination, 
without dangling threads. All I had to do 
was keep my mouth shut and Jeb would 
walk out of my life—forever. And that was 
what I wanted, wasn’t it? 

I was suddenly unsure. I sat unmoving, 
while conflicting thoughts and emotions 
made a battleground of my mind and body. 
But my heart Anew and it told me so 
imperatively. 

“Jeb,” I cried, scrambling to my feet. 
“Darling—” My voice clipped off, for I was 
speaking to thin air! Jeb had vanished. 

“Jeb,” I screamed. “Jeb!” I started 
running wildly through the high grass, but 
even when I reached the foot path which 
led back to town, he was nowhere in sight. 

Panting, I stood there while my eyes 
futilely scanned the luminous darkness and 
my heart sank beneath the weight of 
anguish created by Jeb’s disappearance 
and by the despairing fear I’d never see 
him again. For there was no way I could 
even get in touch with him. I didn’t know 
where he lived and knew no one who did. 
All I knew was the vague rumor that his 
family worked a big plantation in a nearby 
parish; but apparently Jeb lived in this 
leality. I hadn’t the slightest idea with 
whom, or where. 

With aching shame I realized I had not 
heen interested enough in his life to even 
ak what he did, where he lived. Nor had 
Itold him much about my life. Consciously 
or not, I had evaded exchange of such per- 
‘onal information because I felt myself 
setter than he . and did not wish to 
admit him into my real life. 
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Can "ENSLAVEMENT" Be the 
Secret Power That Makes 
Men Obey You?? 


Do you want men to LOVE YOU mad- 
ly, passionately? Do you want men 
to be your obedient slaves, answer 
your every beck and call? Then use 
ENSLAVEMENT to help you control 
men. One woman tells 
us that she blesses the 
day that she started us- 
ing our wonderful per- 
fume, ENSLAVEMENT— 
it drew her lover to her 
and made her attractive 
to many men. Other 
women tell us EN- | 
SLAVEMENT is the 
strongest and most compelling perfume they ever used, 
and say this charm perfume gives them allure and 
seems to command men. Try ENSLAVEMENT and see 
for yourself how good it is. 
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to invest, everything you need 
furnished FREE! Don’t waste 
a minute! Rush name, ad- 
dress and dress size at once, 


FASHION FROCKS., INC. 
Desk J-3114 . 
CINCINNATI 25, OHIO. 
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Yet—I had kissed him. allowed him to 
make love to me. 

The thought forced a moan from me. 
But I knew now that whatever I had been, 
I was that no longer. For I loved Jeb—I 
loved him fiercely. loved him so much that 
nothing else mattered. 

And now [ had lost him. . . . 


HEARD a sound behind me and whirled 
with a glad cry which turned into a 
shriek as I was enveloped in a white blaze 
of light. I screamed again, and dodged, 
but the brilliant flood moved with me. 
Blinded, I turned to run, but fell. When I 
frantically struggled up, the light was gone. 
I was surrounded by absolute blackness. 
“So this is where you’ve been sneaking 
off to of late,-huh?” a voice sneered. “Down 
by the river meeting your boy friend.” 

“Harold.” I gasped. shrinking back in 
dismay. 

“In person.” the voice grated. “Glad to 
see me?” 

My eyes had begun to focus again. Har- 
old loomed, a short, thick figure, so close 
his liquor-rank breath fanned my face. I 
edged back. 

“Well,” he rasped impatiently, “Has the 
cat got your lying tongue? Or are you too 
ashamed to say anything?” 

[ slapped him—hard. “How dare you!” 
[I cried. 

He grabbed me violently by my hair. 
“T ought to break your neck.” he said furi- 
ously. “You’ve got a grade-A nerve! Play- 
ing hard to get with me, the guy you’re 
supposed to marry. / didn’t rate a date by 
the river, didn’t rate your kisses, did I? 
Every time / touched you, you upped with 
that ‘No, no, no’ act.” 

He shook me so hard my teeth rattled. 
He added harshly. “All the while, I sup- 
pose, you were meeting your sweetback on 
the sly, coming down here like any other 
cheap chick.” 

“That's a lie!” I shouted, struggling 
against the painful bite of his big hands on 
my shoulders. 

“Says who?” Harold jeered derisively, 
giving me another shake. “Don’t pull that 
stuff on me, sister!” 

“T don’t care what you think,” I flared. 
“And in case you're interested, Mister Lar- 
kin, I never wanted to marry you. I’ve 


despised you all my life, if you want the . 


truth. Always pawing and talking dirty, 
ever since grade school. If it had been up 
to me, you're the last man in the world I'd 
if married! So take your hands off me and 
let me alone!” 

Surprisingly, Harold did release me. But 
in the same motion he shoved me to the 
ground and dropped beside me, crushing 
my shoulders flat. 

“Tl let you alone, all right,” he growled 
viciously, “After I teach you a thing or 
two. What do you take me for anyway— 
a fatmouth?” 

I screamed and began to squirm and bite 
and kick. When he freed his hands to slap 
me so hard I saw stars, I raked his face 
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He slapped me again, even 
harder. and I not only saw stars, but a 
whole fiery constellation, and I felt myself 
go limp. 

“Jeb.” I moaned despairingly as my 
senses began to fade. “Jeb...” 

“Shut up.” Harold muttered fiercely, 
gripping me again. “You—ugh. ugh—” 


with my nails. 


His words ended in a strangled gasp and 
dimly I realized his hands no longer tore 
at me, at my clothes. Then cool air gushed 
into my lungs as his bulk suddenly no 
longer crushed me. 

Dazedly. I sat up. Somebody was moan- 
It took a few seconds to understand 


ing. 
I became aware of other sounds 


it was I. 
—a savage snarling, heavy thuds. the rasp 
of feet on the hard-packed path. 

In the faint light of the now cloud-filmed 
moon, my eyes picked up a blur of move- 
ment a few feet away; and I heard Harold’s 
raging cry of, “Okay you country ———— 
, try this for size!” 

I cried out as he swung a blow at an- 
other figure—Jeb! But Jeb somehow slid 
to one side and lashed out savagely. I 
heard the sodden thump as his blow landed, 
knocking Harold sprawling. 

Jeb edged nearer, but made no move 
until Harold frantically crawled up and 
with a bellow of rage. charged at him. 
Then again Jeb faded to the side and hit 
Harold with a short, chopping blow which 
didn’t look very hard. But it drove Harold 
down again, very violently. 

That time. Harold had trouble getting to 
his feet, and when he did, he seemed about 
to fall down again. “Calf rope,” he 
gasped. “I got enough, man.” 

“Then let me miss you,” Jeb commanded 
tersely. “And I mean right now, fat boy!” 

“Okay, okay,” Harold whined, turning 
away. “I’m going, ain’t 1?” 

But even as he spoke he whirled and 
dove at Jeb in the kind of smashing tackle 
which had made him a football star in high 
school. This time Jeb didn’t move fast 
enough, and he crashed down as Harold 
knocked his legs from under him. 

I screamed, and started to run as Harold 
half rose, but when he dropped his heavy 
body onto Jeb and started slugging Jeb’s 
head brutally, I stopped and tried to grab 
Harold’s hair. It was too short and greasy 
to hold, so I began hitting him with my 
fists. It was like pounding on rock, and 
had no effect. 

I did the only thing I could think of— 
yanked off both shoes and started beating 
Harold over the head with them. I must 
have hurt him, too, for he stopped hitting 
Jeb long enough to fling back his arm and 
knock me away. 

That was all Jeb needed. With a power- 
ful heave he unseated Harold, then doubled 
up and as Harold dived back at him, Jeb 
uncoiled like a steel spring. his feet meet- 
ing Harold like two battering rams. 

That ended the fight. Harold subsided 
in a grotesque heap and lay still as stone, 
obviously unconscious. Jeb had sprung up 





and he asked anxiously, “You all right, 
Suzy?” 

I ran to him and threw my arms around 
him. clutching him desperately. “Thank 
God you came when you did.” I cried, over. 
come with mingled emotions, including 
joyous relief that he had returned to me, 

Jeb hugged me hard and began brush. 
ing my hair with his lips. “I never was 
far off.” he panted. “You didn’t really 
think I was gonna leave you sure enough 
alone away down here. did you?” 

“But I called you.” I sobbed. “When | 
looked up and didn’t see you. I ran after 
you, too. But I didn’t see you.” 

“You wasn’t supposed to.” he told me. 
struggling to regain his breath. “But I was 
gonna keep you in sight until you got 
home.” He paused. rubbing his cheek 
against mine. stroking my shoulders. “| 
heard all that talk between you and that 
Larkin fella, there.” He nodded toward the 
inert figure on the ground. “If you hated 
him so bad, how come you was gonna marry 
him, honey?” 

“My father just about made me,” I said, 
weeping against his chest. “I didn’t know 
how to get out of it.” 

“Do you love me, Suzy?” he asked gently, 
“T mean, more than just liking to be with 
me onct in a while?” 

“Oh. I do.” I cried. “I know that now, 
I love you more than life, darling.” 

“Then you know how to get out of mar- 
rying him.” he stated quietly. “That is— 
if you mean that about loving me.” 

“T mean it,” I declared tearfully. “And 
I never want to be parted from you again, 
Jeb.” 

“You don’t have to.” Jeb murmured into 
my ear. “Starting from right now.” 

“That’s the way I want it.” I replied 
eagerly. 

“You right sure you don’t want to go 
home.” Jeb persisted. 

“I’m right sure.” I cried. 
sure!” 

“There’s gonna be a ruckus,” he warned, 
again nodding toward the still unconscious 
Harold. “when he tells your ole man about 
all this.” 

“Not if we go away somewhere,” [I said. 
“Somewhere they can’t find us.” 

“That’s easy.” Jeb asserted. “And we 
don’t have to go no far distance, either.” 

“Where?” I demanded eagerly. 

“Nemmine,” Jeb said with a shaken 
laugh. “Just leave that to me. And we 
better get headed thataway right now, be- 
fore that fat boy of yours wakes up.” 

Harold groaned and stirred just then. 
giving point to Jeb’s warning, and he seized 
my hand and we hurried away through the 
tall grass. Jeb pulled me along rapidly for 
two or three minutes, then put his arm 
around my waist and practically carried me 
down the steep embankment to the very 
edge of the river. 

He nodded toward a clump of cane grow 
ing in the water just ahead. “I got é 
pirogue hid ’mongst them reeds. Come 
on, honey.” 
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DIDN’T know what he meant until we 
I reached the reeds and he dragged a 
slim canoe—a dugout—partially up on the 
bank and helped me to its center, where he 
bade me sit. Then he shoved the little 
craft into the water and leaped in. He 
paddled out onto the swift-moving breast 
of the river. 

“Jeb,” I cajoled. 
taking me, darling. 

“If I kept right on this old river long 
he laughed, “we’d end up in 


“Tell me where you’re 


” 


enough,” 
Nawlins.” 

“New Orleans?” I echoed. 
hundred miles—” 

“I didn’t say that’s 
he teased. “I just said if—” 

“Well,” I told him happily, “I don’t care 
where, so long as we are together.” 

“Tl tell you where we goin’,” Jeb said, 
his voice dropping. “We are going—home, 
Suzy. I guess maybe you didn’t think I had 


“But that’s a 


where we're goin’,” 


no home, unless it was with my folks. 
But I have.” 
“We have.” I corrected softly. “And I 


won't ask another question until we get 
there, sweetheart. Okay?” 

“O-kay!” he said warmly. “That’s how 
I like to hear you talk. Like you believed 
in me.” 

In that moment I believed in him, but I 
couldn’t help wondering where we were 
headed when he leaned forward, peering 
ahead, and announced, “Here’s where we 
turn into the bayou. It looks like ole man 
moon’s gone to bed for the night. We 
might have to wait for daylight, to make it 
the rest of the way.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“Well.” Jeb drawled, 
and I might couldn’t find th’ 
now.” 

“Oh,” I said, as though I understood. 
But I didn’t. Where was it that we were 
going which could not be reached at night? 
I started to inquire, but remembered my 
promise not to ask any more questions 
about our destination. I couldn’t refrain 
from inquiring where we would spend the 
hours until day, for, so far as I knew, there 
wasn’t a house of any kind within miles. 

“Well, I’ll tell you,” Jeb said with mock 
gravity, “We're goin’ to spend th’ rest of 


“It’s kind of dark 


way right 


th’ night in nature’s palace, Suzy.” He 
laughed, adding. “But don’t fret, honey. 


Everything’s goin’ to work out fine.” 

“Why, I’m not fretting,” I denied lightly. 
But I was. Actually, I was almost quaking 
inside, for when we left the river and 
headed into the narrow inlet which led to 
the Grosnoir bayou, the trees which lined 
its banks shut out even the faint light of 
the clouded sky, making it pitch black. 

Along with my nervousness over that, 
other misgivings awoke as we glided along 
in silence broken only by the faint splash 
of Jeb’s paddle. 

For one thing, after the fight between 
Harold and Jeb, I'd known definitely that 
I didn’t dare go home; and now I wondered 
if that had unduly influenced my willing- 
hess to embark on this reckless elopement 


with a man I really knew so little about. 
My heart sank as I realized that now there 
was no going back! 

A shiver spread over me, but whether it 
was from the foggy chill of the air or from 
that disturbing realization, I wasn’t sure. 
A few minutes later, Jeb beached the 
pirogue and helped me out, then took me 
into his arms and kissed me with 
doubts faded 


gently 
lingering tenderness. My 
and I was no longer cold... . 

I couldn’t see a thing as Jeb led me 
from the marshy ground of the bayou to 
higher land. But when he made a little 
fire a few minutes later, its flickering light 
revealed that we were in a tiny glade sur- 
rounded by moss-draped trees. It looked 
very wild and I couldn’t help peering into 
shadows beyond the range of our little fire. 
My imagination peopled them with all sorts 
of frightening creatures. 

“Are there any—uh—dangerous animals 
around here?” I quavered. 

Jeb, busily tearing down armloads of the 
long moss streamers from the nearby trees. 
laughed and said over his shoulder, “Oh 
sure. They’s lions and tigers and bears and 
maybe elephants, honey. But you ain’t 
scairt of varmints like that, are you?” 

“Jeb.” I wailed, “You stop teasing me. 
I’m really frightened.” 

He came to me, tossing his load of moss 
beside me, and as he arranged it into a 
wide mat, he said gently, “Ain’t 
nothin’ out here gonna bother you, baby. 
I reckon I’m th’ dangerous critter 
hereabouts.” 

With a final pat, he stopped working 
with the moss and reached up and drew 
“And I hope 


Suzy.” 


deep, 


mos’ 


me down upon it beside him. 

you ain’t afeared of me—now, 
His arms went around me and I pressed 

against him, and murmured, “I’m not afraid 





of you, darling. Why should I be—now?” 
With a feeling of both fright and 
rapture, I knew there was no longer rea- 


son to fear either him or the consequences 
of our love. That knowledge was as heady 
as rare, potent champagne which warms 
and stirs the blood, and bids you to enter 


paradise. ... 


N UCH. MUCH later I drifted languor- 

ously into the deepest slumber I’d 
and yet it was freighted with 
filled with half-heard 
I felt someone shaking 


ever known, 
enchanted dreams, 
organ strains. 

my shoulder, but I was caught in that half- 
world just between waking and sleep . . 
and not until kisses as gentle as misty rain 


did 


eyes to 


touched my lips, my cheeks, my eyes. 
awareness of realities cause my 
flutter open. 
“Sweetheart . . 
as my arms stole up around Jeb’s 


.”’ I murmured drowsily 
neck. 
“Is it morning?” 

“Nigh about,” 
at my ear. “An’ I reckon we'd best get 
started, honey.” 

“Oh dear,” I sighed sleepily. “I feel so 
wonderfully lazy I don’t ever want to get 


Jeb whispered, nibbling 
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up.” But I unwrapped my arms from 
around him and tried to sit up. 

Gently Jeb replaced my arms where they 
had been and nuzzled my cheek and whis- 
pered, “Well, I reckon we don’t have to get 
started right now, baby . . . do we?” 

I breathed deep of the silken dawn wind 
which flowed over us and said softly, “No, 
lover, not right now. 

Later, arms entwined, we walked back 
through the hushed woods. Even in the 
faint, silvery light I could see how richly 
splashed with rioting colors of flowers and 
vines was this forest which last night had 
seemed so dark and frightening. 

By the time we reached the bayou, the 
eastern sky came awake, and in its rosy 
glow, clumps of yellow jessamine gleamed 
and rankly growing callas massed their 
trumpets whitely against tangled walls of 
red and purple bougainvilleas. 

“Oh, how lovely!” I exclaimed. 

Jeb was pleased. “Prettiest place I ever 
seen, hereabouts,” he said proudly. He 
walinsell across the still, black water of the 
bayou beyond which was the shrouded 
swamp. “Don’t many know it, because 
don’t many project around in th’ swamp, 


but it’s prettier in there than out here, 
even.” 

“Ugh,” I shuddered. “Nasty old 
swamp!” 

“Ain’t nothin’ in it gonna hurt you.” Jeb 


said seriously. “And it’s th’ safest place 


in th’ world—when you don’t want to be 
bothered.” 

“Ts that where we’re going?” I cried in 
dismay. 


“Why sure, Suzy, where else?” He 
dragged the pirogue close enough to the 
bayou’s marshy bank for me to climb in. 
“Okay, honey. Let’s be movin’.” 

I stared at him, then carefully I got into 
the little canoe. “All right. lover,” I said 
meekly. “But how do we get into your old 
swamp?” I pointed across the bayou to 
an almost solid wall of gnarled. blackened 


trees and tangles vines. “Surely not 
through that.” 
“You'll see,” Jeb chuckled. Then he 


stiffened, his eyes flicking up the channel 
towards the river. “I hear somebody,” he 
exclaimed. 

I listened too, but heard nothing. Jeb 
began easing the pirogue deeper into the 
water. Then a hound bayed, and I heard 
voices. 

Jeb was listening intently as we drifted 
towards the middle of the bayou. “That’s 
one of th’ sheriff's trailin’ dogs.” he said, 
his eyes narrowing. “Good thing we didn’t 
fool around any longer back yonder in th’ 
glade. We wouldn’t of had a chance.” 

“They’re after us?” I exclaimed in alarm. 

“T reckon,” Jeb said. 

My heart froze. There seemed no exit 
from the bayou except the way we had 
come—from the river. That was the direc- 
tion from which the voices came. Nor 
would we get far on land, not with blood- 





hounds on our trail. “What will we do?” 
I wailed. “We're trapped!” 

Jeb smiled calmly. “No we ain’t. Suzy, 
We ain’t hemmed in and we ain’t gonna get 
caught.” He shook his head wonderingly, 
“That Larkin fella sure must of told your 
father a sure-enough whopper to get him 
het up so much he had to call on th’ lay 
to look for you.” 

“It didn’t have to be a whopper,” I said 
bitterly. “You just don’t know my father, 
The mere idea that I stayed out all night 
with a man—” My words clipped off as the 
hound bayed again, this time so close my 
heart leaped in panic. “Jeb!” I cried warn. 
ingly. 

Jeb lifted his paddle and with one 
smooth, powerful stroke drove the pirogue 
across the bayou straight at the apparently 
impenetrable tangle of trees and_ brush 
which marked the border of the swamp and 
I couldn’t restrain another cry of terror. 

“Everything’s okay,” Jeb said soothingly, 
“Just kind of duck down, honey.” 

I was already doing that, and I crouched 
even lower, gripping the sides of the canoe 
desperately, for we seemed about to crash 
into the thorny wall. But the pirogue shot 
right through it, beneath a wet curtain of 
low-hanging moss. 

For a few seconds I was so relieved | 
couldn’t do a thing but try to still the rae. 
ing of my heart. 

“We're safe, now.” Jeb assured me, 
“Even if they had boats, they wouldn't 
follow us in here. At least not far. Be. 
cause they know many’s the man come into 
this place, and many’s th’ one didn’t never 
come out.” 

I nodded doubtfully, not much comforted, 
Maybe we'd never come out, either. 

Jeb sensed my fear. “I know th’ swamp 
like you knows your pappy’s back yard, 
sugar. So don’t fret, huh?” 

I nodded again, half-turning to peer 
ahead in the dim world in which we now 
travelled. Vapor rose from the narrow, 
inky channel and we moved silently be 
tween walls of grotesquely misshapen trees 
from which hung ghostly streamers of 
moss. 

“You can scrooge around so you face 
th’ front,” Jeb suggested. “But keep your 
weight in the middle of the boat.” 

Somehow, I managed to reverse my posi 
tion. Just then thin lances of sun began 
to pierce the overlapping foliage high 
above, creating an emerald-hued twilight. 
My fear began to subside. I had one mort 
instant of fright when, just ahead, a white 
egret settled clumsily on a sand spit and 
shattered the silence with its raucous, glee 
ful cries. 

“Ole bird, he’s glad it’s mornin’,” Jeb 
chuckled. “And so am I!” 

So was a bull frog who rumbled hoarsely 
somewhere near, and so apparently were 
all the other swamp dwellers, for the aif 
was disturbed by the whizzing flights of 
brilliantly clad birds and their joyous 
shrilling cries. 
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S IT GREW lighter, the moss-hung 
f\ jungle no longer was the fearsome 
place it had been only a few minutes be- 
jore, for now I saw the bases on the trees 
yere not the crouching monsters, they had 
gemed, but only their exposed, badly 
twisted roots. 

Endless panoramas of savage, breath- 
taking beauty sprang up as Jeb deftly 
drove the pirogue through the twisting 
waterway. ever deeper into swamp. I be- 
san to understand why he said no one was 
ikely to follow us, for, from time to time, 
he cut from one narrow twist of dark water 
i) another, following some path that he 
semed to know well, although I could see 
no markings or other signs which he 
followed. 

However beautiful this wild place, I won- 
dered if I could bear to live in it. I won- 
dered if I could adapt myself to what I 
was sure would be a way of life as primi- 
tive as this marshy wilderness—even with 
Jeb. And fleetingly I wondered what peo- 
ple were saying about me back in town. 
[knew how swiftly news gets around— 
epecially the kind which is—scandal- 
Wes. 

Such thoughts were abruptly banished 
when, with a suddenness which made me 
gab for the sides of the pirogue, Jeb 
swung sharply from his course into a nar- 
row, vine-draped opening beyond which the 
vinelaced foliage swung so low it was as 
though we had entered a dark tunnel. He 
paddled more slowly now, for the jet rib- 
hon of water we followed was scarcely wide 
enough to manage the continuously curving 
turns. 

Iwas really scared. But I wasn’t aware 
that I'd been holding my breath until after 
rounding a particularly sharp bend, our 
cane skimmed onto a big, sunlit lagoon, 
andl exhaled in amazed rapture. 

‘Right pretty, ain’t it?” Jeb said drily. 


“Oh, it is!” I exclaimed, gazing en- 
tranced at splotches of white and gold 
vater-lilies which shone on the open 
stretches of the lagoon. Then I saw we 


were heading towards a sandy islet in the 
middle. As we drew nearer I could see 
that it was shaded by cedars, mingled with 
tall, stately holly trees whose bright green 
was gay with scarlet berries. 

“Well,” Jeb drawled, “‘I’m sure glad 
you like it, Suzy. Know why?” 

Ilooked back at him and shook my head. 
‘Why, darling?” 

“Because,” Jeb said quietly, “That there 
litle island is—home.” 

Immediate visions of a lean-to, or per- 
laps, a rude shack popped into my mind, 
bt as Jeb drove the pirogue high on the 
andy shore, I glimpsed the dark ridge of a 
wef through the trees and I cried out, “Oh, 
there’s a house!” 

Jeb leaped ashore and took my hand and 
ielped me out. “I reckon you thought I 
was bringin’ you to a cave, or somethin’,” 
e laughed. “Yep, that’s a house, honey. 
Back yonder in th’ old days, a crazy old 
Frenchman built it away out here where 
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couldn’t nobody get near his pretty young 
wife.” He grinned at me. “He had th’ 
right idea.” 

I grabbed his hand and dragged him 
ahead. “I want to see it.” I said eagerly. 
“Is it yours? I mean, really?” 

Jeb drew me back and circled my waist 
with his arm. “Don’t be in such a rush,” 
he laughed. “And that there house is really 
mine. Fact is, Suzy. this whole swamp 
belongs to me. It covers twenty-five hun- 
I bought it from th’ state for a 
acre.” He gave me a gentle 
squeeze. “That’s how come [ used to catch 
‘eators and stuff like that. To pay for it. 
Now I owns it—an’ I got th’ deed to it to 


nert acres. 
dollar an 


prove it. 

I looked up at him wonderingly—and 
with new respect. “Well.” I exclaimed, “I 
didn’t dream—I mean, why did you buy a 
swamp, of all things?” I demanded lamely. 

“For one reason.” Jeb said quietly, “So 
I wouldn’t have to be bothered by—well, 
you know how mean some folks are to us, 
down here in th’ southland. None of ’em 
are gonna come projectin’ ‘round in here. 
But my real reason, honey, was that I 
knowed what fine stands of valuable hard- 
wood timber there was in this place. I 
figured out how to cut it and float it out 
of here to th’ river, then down th’ river to 
th’ sawmill.” 

“How clever of you!” I said admiringly, 
much impressed. 

“T didn’t know about that.” Jeb observed 
casually. “But maybe I ain’t quite as dumb 
as some folks think.” 

“[ had that coming,” I laughed wryly. 
“You'll have to forgive me. dear.” Then 
[ stopped to stare, for in the center of the 
erassy clearing we had just entered was 
Jeb’s house, a low, gracefully lined struc- 
ture of vine-clad stone. “It’s lovely!” I 
cried. 

“Tt ain’t so bad, inside, either,” Jeb as- 
serted with quiet pride. “The furniture is 
kind of old-timey, but it’s all still sound as 
a dollar.” 

The furnishings of the commodious old 
stone cottage were old, as Jeb said. But 
they were beautiful, and, I knew instantly, 
very valuable, for they were of French 
make, probably of the Louis XIV period. 
With small exclamations of delight, I ran 
from room to room and it was like explor- 
ing a treasure trove. 


“Oh Jeb.” I said breathlessly, “this is 


just wonderful! Oh, how I love your 
house!” 

“Our house,” Jeb corrected. 
ain’t seen it all.” 

“There’s more?” 

“Didn’t you think there was some bed- 
rooms?” he laughed as he guided me to- 
wards some stairs I had not noticed. There 
were two bedrooms on the floor above. One 
was small and plainly furnished. But the 
other was large and through its front win- 
dows there was a magnificent view of the 
But what caught my eye was the 


“But you 


lagoon. 


elaborate dais bed beneath a canopy of 


oO 


some rich, deep wine material which 
matched the tapestried walls. 

“You reckon people really slept in them 
kind of beds?” Jeb asked. 

“T reckon so.” I laughed. 
adorable. Don’t you?” 

“Well.” Jeb smiled. his eyes twinkling, 
“that depends.” 

“Jeb!” I reproved, averting my eyes. 

“Well anyway.” he teased, “it beats a 
bed made out of moss.” 


I fled. 


“I think it’s 


“ELL, that’s the way it was. Perhaps 

you read about it in the papers several 
years ago. Most of them. like the Courier. 
the Defender and the Afro ran headlines 
such as CREOLE BEAUTY VANISHES 
and POSSE HUNTS MISSING BRIDE- 
TO-BE. Some of the papers carried other 
stories about me in the following weeks. 
giving various versions of the case. Some 
hinted that I was thought to have been 
kidnapped by a mysterious swamp dweller. 
Others implied that 'd committed suicide 
in the bayou, which was known to have a 
quicksand bottom. There 
newspaper speculation of that kind. 

A year later a few of the papers revived 
the story by running my picture with the 
caption MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEAR. 
ANCE STILL UNSOLVED. 

That is why I have set all this down, so 
that there will no longer be any mystery 
about me. It is my hope that my father 
will read it and know that I am all right. 
that I am alive and in fine health. I want 
him to know that while I regret having 
caused him such worry. I don’t regret what 
I have done, and that, regardless of what 
he may think, I am not ashamed of it. Nor 
am I in the least ashamed of my husband, 
Jeb. although I know that by my father’s 
rigid standards, Jeb’s lack of education and 
“family” make him socially inacceptable 
. . . and not of our “class.” 

That kind of stuff seems silly to me now. 
I’ve learned a better set of rules for judg- 
ing people. They are not based on family 


was a lot of 
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background, or education or possessions, 


but on individual human qualities. For | 
know now what the true values are. They 
are the kind of decency and kindness and 
integrity which stems from the heart and 
is not restricted to those who consider 
themselves better bred, or “above” the low. 
ly folk who work with their hands. [ye 
also come to realize how cruel and unjust 
is the prejudice many of us have agains 
those of darker skin, especially when they 
are what people like my father refer to as 
“field hands.” or “kitchen mechanics,” or 
“peasants.” 

People of that kind are my friends noy. 
I've met Jeb’s family and they are fine 
people, although the menfolk are somewhat 
rough on the outside. All the Clemson's 
have a fierce pride and allow nobody to 
walk over them or abuse them. That js 
why their reputation among certain classes 
of people is bad. 

I'd like my father to know that while | 
did break a lot of conventions by running 
off with Jeb as I did. I would probably 
have never even met him except that my 
father’s strictness had made my life so 
miserable even to the point where he be. 
came absolutely set upon my marrying 
Harold Larkin so that I would be “safe.” 
I could not help it if my looks were attrac. 
tive to men, nor did that mean that I just 
had to turn out badly, as both father and 
Aunt Lu seemed to believe I would if | 
were allowed to associate with boys as 
other girls were permitted to do. 

I often wonder if a girl doesn’t have ex- 
actly the same right to happiness as a man 
—if she does not also have exactly the 
same right to seek it just as do men, even 
if she must violate certain man-made codes 
by which she alone is judged. . . . 

I don’t know the true answer to that. 
But I do know that wrongly or rightly, | 
followed where my heart led and found— 
happiness! 

Am I to be condemned for that? 


THE END 
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ions, | The Most 
‘or | 
They | Dangerous 
and 
and Age 
sider 
low- For Love 
I've 
wes (Continued from Page 13) 
they years old, a typical age of the male com- 
le as panions Inez preferred. 
* “How do you do it, Inez?” I asked 
enviously. 
—_ She raised her eyebrows. “You mean, 
fine why do I do it, don’t you?” she corrected. 
whats “Don’t be embarrassed,” she hastened to 
30N's say, patting my hand. “This isn’t the first 
yt F time I've been accused of ‘robbing the 
ts Et cradle’.” 
isses I was flustered. “Honestly. I didn’t mean 
it that way,” I told her. 
ile I “I know you didn’t, darling,” she smiled. 
—_ “That’s just why I’m going to tell you.” 
ably I leaned forward in my chair, eager to 
MY fF catch every word. “What they say about 
‘= being as young as you feel is true, Vi,” she 
be. began. “I’ve never permitted myself even 
ying to think of myself as being old. How old 
ie do you think I am?” she asked suddenly. 
ra: Caught off guard, I could only stammer 
Just § that I hadn’t the slightest idea, but Inez 
and § waved a well-manicured hand and said, 
if | “It doesn’t matter. I’m sure you've got 
4S F some idea, but I'll bet it’s under the actual 
figure. The point is, I surround myself 
ex- — with young people—go the places they go, 
man — do the things they do.” 
the “That covers a lot of territory,” I ob- 
ven — served, 
ydes Inez laughed. “I know what you mean! 
But being single has its advantages. Sup- 
hat. & pose I'd been married at the time I went 
y. | & through the dangerous period, tied down to 
q— — some dope whose idea of romance was an 
absent-minded kiss on the cheek on his way 
to work in the morning?” 
ND “Dangerous period?” I didn’t want to 
appear ignorant, but I was curious to hear 
ee Emote. Before Inez could explain what she 
meant her Teddy arrived, intent on cele- 
brating his coming induction into the army. 
It was clear that Inez had forgotten all 
about our discussion the moment he ap- 
peared, so I made a mental note to ask 
her some other time. 

Inez insisted that I go to her apartment 
with them so I joined the party. And that’s 
what it turned out to be. It wasn’t long 
after our arrival that the doorbell began 
ringing and new guests began arriving 
every few minutes. I didn’t know any of 
them, but by the time I had to leave. there 
were several men hovering around me, com- 
peting for my attention. I enjoyed their 
company, but there was something disturb- 
ing about the way I reacted to them. When 
we danced, there was a wild stirring in my 
blood that matched the music. The power- 
ful physical attraction I felt at the slightest 
contact set my heart pounding furiously. 

px f The trouble was it was not just one of 








them, but all of them who set off such crazy 
thoughts and desires within me. 

It was Carl whom I chose to see me home. 
He was a man about my age, who had been 
paying me compliments all afternoon. 

“You know, Vi, I think we'll be seeing 
a lot of each other,” he told me as he drove 
me home. 

“You seem pretty sure of yourself,” I 
countered. “After all, we just met a few 
hours ago.” 

“You feel the same way I do,” he 
confidently. “I could tell when we danced, 
the way you fitted into my arms.” 

I laughed at his suggestion that there 
was anything special about the we 
had danced, but just remembering how his 
hard-muscled arm had pressed against my 
waist brought a hot flush to my cheeks. 
Something strange was stirring inside me, 
and it frightened me a little. 


said 


way 


‘THE FIRST time Carl phoned, I refused 

to go out with him, despite his urging. 
I couldn’t tell him that he had been on my 
mind constantly. I couldn’t tell anyone. 
The whole thing was too fantastic. Here I 
was, a married woman with everything she 
could wish for, finding herself so attracted 
to a stranger that the mere thought of him 
was like a sip of strong wine. 

It was late when Burt came home that 
night, but I had made up my mind to have 
a heart-to-heart talk with him. Perhaps he 
could help explain to me the yearning for 
affection, the hunger for love so much more 
urgent now than when [| got married. But 
he had other things—“important things”- 
on his mind. 

“You understand, don’t Vi?” 
said after I’d made a fumbling attempt to 
explain my problem. “I’ve got so much to 
do that He smiled and took me into 
his arms. “You know what I think? You 
need to go out and buy yourself a new hat! 
Isn’t that what women do when they get 
restless and moody?” 

“Oh, Burt!” I cried, clinging to 
with a sudden desperation. “Let’s go away 
for a while. darling. You 
week’s leave and 

I stopped when I saw the look in his eyes. 
It was no use trying to make him under- 
stand something I couldn’t even put clearly 
into words. He 
work and it was plain that the feeling that 
had once flamed up in us both at a mere 


you, he 


‘ 


him 


could get a 


was wrapped up in his 


touch when we were first married had 
simmered down to a feeble spark. But this 
was true only for Burt. In my case the 


appetite for the pure physical side of love 
was stronger than ever. It was useless for 
me to expect my husband to understand. 

The next time I saw Carl was at Inez’ 
apartment, and immediately I suspected my 
friend had told him I was coming over. 
My suspicions that the two of them were 
in collusion were confirmed when Inez con- 
veniently had to go out for a time, leaving 
Carl and me alone. 

“I’m not going to bite you,” Carl laughed 
as I edged toward the far end of the sofa. 
“What are you afraid of, Vi?” 
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I was afraid, all right, but not of him— 
What was it that was drawing 
me to him? I wasn’t so foolish as to be- 
lieve I’d fallen in love with him. The fire 
that burned in my veins couldn’t be passed 
off as a schoolgirl crush on a good-looking 
man. It was the hunger that only a mature 
woman who has known love can experience. 

Before I could ward off his advances, 
Car! had taken me in his arms and ex- 
pertly planted a kiss on my lips. The shock 
lasted only a few seconds and all my de- 
fenses crumpled under the impact of the 
emotions aroused by his embrace. I re- 
turned kiss for kiss, unable to resist. 

Then I remembered where we were and 
pushed him away. 

“When?” he asked softly, and although 
[ gave no answer, in my heart I knew it 
was only a question of time before I over- 
came my inhibitions and yielded. 


of myself! 


| EFORE CARL and I could arrange a 

rendezvous, Spring vacation came and 
the children arrived home, Nancy from 
Spellman and Burt, Jr., from Meharry 
medical school. We had a welcome home 
for them and both Inez and Carl 
were there. It was foolhardy for me to 
invite them, I suppose, but they turned out 
to be the life of the party. Burt was on 
hand. but plainly preoccupied with his 
school work and other problems. I found 
myself shamelessly flirting with Carl. He 
had grown more and more persistent dur- 
ng the past few weeks and he had just 
about worn down my resistance. 

The children had been home about a 
week when the blow fell. Although it 
didn’t start out that way, it was as if some- 
one had dropped a big red stop sign in 
front of me just in time to prevent me from 
going off the deep end. It happened on the 
night I had agreed to meet Carl 


party 


very 
ecretly, 

My son ealled me into his room. He 
had been out that evening, but had come 
home unusually early. Burt. Jr.. was a fine 
looking boy, captain of his high school 
basketball team, but now deadly serious 
about his medical career. 

“Mom, I’ve got a problem,” he an- 
nounced when I entered his room, “maybe 
you can help me.” 

“I'd love to, Burt.” I told him, flattered 
that for all his brilliance he could still find 


me useful for some kind of assistance. “Is . 


it about a girl?” I asked slyly, noting a 
smudge of lipstick on his shirt collar and 
the slightly embarrassed expression on his 
handsome face. 

“In a way, yes,” he replied, not meeting 
my eyes. “Actually, it’s a woman problem.” 
He took a deep breath. “It’s your friend. 
Inez.” 

I sank into a chair, speechless at the 
implication in his words. I listened in 
stunned silence as he told me how Inez had 
been pursuing him since their meeting the 
night of the party. 

“It’s awful embarrassing having a wom- 
an her age make passes at me, Mom,” Burt 
explained. “Especially since I realize that 


) 


or 
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it’s because she’s going through the dan- 
gerous period that makes her act that way.” 

I caught my breath. Burt had used the 
same term that Inez used in describing her- 
self! But what did it mean? 

“T dug out a few books,” he went on. 
“There are parts of them a woman ought 
to read when she’s going through that stage. 
The trouble is. / can’t give them to her.” 

I finally found my tongue. “But you must 
be wrong, darling,” I said. “Inez is in per- 
fect health. She can’t be—” 

Burt picked up one of the books on his 
desk and flipped the pages. “I know, you’re 
thinking of Aunt Harriet and the way she 
suffered a few years ago.” he told me. 
“Your pal Inez is about the same age. I'd 
say. but it just proves that no two people 
are alike. Here’s what I mean.” 

I read the paragraph he was pointing to 
in the book. “A large number of people 
seem to think that every woman must ex- 
pect to pass through grave disturbances 
of health due to change of life. This is 
not so.” 

This was the direct opposite of every- 
thing I’d ever heard or been taught. Yet, 
it must be true because this was one of 
Burt’s textbooks. He handed me the book 
and two others he’d picked out. “Maybe 
you can think up a nice way to tell her 
some of what’s in these books.” he said. 
“She’s all right in her way. I guess. but I 
could never explain this to my girl.” he 
added with a smile, rubbing the scarlet 
stain on his collar. 

I murmured a promise as to do what I 
could, then crept to my room. Avidly, I 
read the passages Burt had marked. In 
one book called “Ideal Marriage.” by Dr. 
Van de Velde I read: 

“In our modern days the woman of forty 
is still young. As the psychologist James 
Douglas correctly observes—she is no older 
than the woman of thirty was a hundred 
years ago. ‘Middle age’ generally begins 
in the middle forties (forty-five) and quite 
often later—of course, I deal in ‘round 
numbers’ here. But between forty and the 
definite establishment of change of life, her 
sexual frequency is not diminished and her 
desire is, if anything, more intense than 
in her earlier years.” 

And farther on: “In pre-climacteric years 
—immediately before the ‘change’—there 
are usually increased desire for and enjoy- 
ment of sexual intercourse.” 

A glimmer of light upon my own prob- 
lem was beginning to appear. I picked up 
another book, “Encyclopedia of Sexual 
Knowledge.” edited by Norman Haire. The 
passage Burt had underlined said: 





“As a woman feels the approach of age, 
she may become panic-stricken and want 
to have a last fling, so as to drain to the 
dregs the cup of pleasure before it is too 
late. As Balzac says, not without cynicism: 
‘It is only at forty that a woman is really 
capable of ardent love.’ ” 

Now, for the first time, I knew what the 
dangerous age was, for the book stated, 
“Whatever the reasons may be, it is an 
indisputable fact that with the change of 





life many women find their sexual instinet 
intensified.” 

Needless to say, my new-found informa. 
tion jolted me back to my senses. If | 
was approaching the “dangerous age.” then 
the only logical and normal course for me 
to take was to confide in my husband. Ap. 
other man, even as handsome and exciting 
as Carl, would only prove a poor substitute 
for the man I had married, the only man] 
could ever really love. Knowing Burt, I felt 
confident that he would be kind and under. 
standing. There comes a time when a 
man’s career and everything else must take 
a back seat for his wife and her happiness, 

The thing that made me really feel bet. 
ter about the whole affair was my impulsive 
decision to confess to Burt, in detail, what 
had happened—or rather what had almost 
happened. He was understanding and 
wonderful about the whole thing and my 
confession sort of brought back between us 
that intimate, trusting relationship we 
seemed to have lost in recent months. | 
guess I was feeling mischievous the day 
that Carl phoned confidently to make a 
date with me. He thought Burt wouldn't 
be at home. Burt was standing at my side 
when I answered the phone. He was hold- 
ing me in his arms. his lips pressed against 
my cheek. We didn’t change position as | 
picked up the phone. 

“Oh, Carl, dear,” I said. “I really don't 
think you ought to call any more. You see, 
I’ve told my husband all about us. In faet, 
he’s standing right here.” 

It was a little cruel, of course, but | 
couldn’t resist the temptation. Carl hung 
up quickly. 

As for Inez, I had a good hunch that'she 
already knew by instinct and experience, 
much of what Burt felt she ought to be told. 
It was just that. being single, she preferred 
to have her fling with any male who was 
handy—as long as he was young. 

I know I shall always be grateful for my 
son’s unsuspecting help and the odd chain 
of circumstances that opened my eyes. Only 
because of that did I safely pass through 
the most dangerous age for love. 











THE END f/ 


Sa, ee ee ee ee ee 


ARE SMALL TOWN 
GIRLS TOO WILD? 


IN THE APRIL TAN CONFESSIONS 


re a a ee ee ee 





Nee 


Nc 
“ No 


97 
1020 


4-28Y 


ie 













ge, 


the 
too 
sm: 


ally 


the 


inct 


ma- 
If | 
hen 
me 
An- 
ting 
tute 
an | 
felt 
der- 
na 
take 
1€38, 
bet- 
isive 
vhat 
nost 
and 


ce a 
Idn’t 
side 
nold- 
ainst 
as | 


don't 
| see, 
fact, 


ut I 
hung 


t' she 
ence, 

told. 
erred 
) was 


yr my 
chain 
Only 


ough 


END 


xt 


9-17 
10-20 






gyle No. 564 








of ".* 
a 


Skylark Prisiaals 


10" 


sens een * TL 98 

















The Suit Supreme—The beautiful 
longer ‘body-line jacket that is 
flattering and easy to wear. In 
two wonderful fabrics— 


StyLE No. 564—Finest crease- 
resistant rayon gabardine in 
navy, powder, beige, black. 


StyLe No. 565—Checked rayon 
menswear suiting in black, brown 
or navy. 
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StyLe No. 493—Our taffeta but- 
terfly flatters every figure. Fig- 
ure-magic for every woman—no 
matter her size! The sophisti- 
cated drape, the elegant cut, the 
face-framing neckline are eter- 
nally feminine, eternally en- 
chanting! Rayon taffeta in navy, 
black, peacock or rose. 
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Please send me the following dresses. If not 
delighted I may return in 10 days for refund. 
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postage. 
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0 I enclose $1.00 deposit. Send C.O.D. I'll 
Pay postman balance plus postage. 
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STYLE No. 644— Web of Ro- 
mance—Lush roses caught in a 
web make an unusual print for 
this lovely dress. Rich rayon 
crepe in black, navy, aqua or 
pink. 


StyLE No. 618—Button Bolero 
—tricky, stylish-oh so flatter- 
ing. The deep inverted pleat 
features the new button interest. 
A_ sensational value. In fine 
rayon faille or gabardine in 
navy, aqua, grey, beige, red. 
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